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CHAPTER  I.— Bob  and  His  Errand. 

The  Babb’s  Bridge  and  Businessburgh  Rail- 

Jroad  was  a  small  but  not  unimportant  branch  of 
the  Northern  Pacific  road,  and  ran  through  one 
of  the  most  romantic  sections  of  country  in  the 
I  whole  Northwest.  Babb’s  bridge,  the  western 

?  terminus  of  the  branch  road,  and  the  point  where 
it  joined  the  main  line,  was  a  town  of  consider¬ 
able  size,  situated  on  the  Columbia  River,  which 
was  here  spanned  by  a  bridge.  In  the  early  days 
of  the  town  one  Ben  Babb  had  built  a  rude  bridge 
across  the  stream,  and,  as  the  town  grew  around 
it,  the  location  was  known  as  Babb's  Bridge,  a 
name  which  clung  to  it  long  after  Ben  Babb  had 
squared  his  accounts  with  this  world. 

In  time  the  railroad  came  along,  and  the  town 
greatly  increased  in  size  and  interest,  so  that  it 
.  was  not  long  before  a  branch  road  was  built, 
called  the  B.  B.  &  B.  R.  R.,  of  which  Ben  Babb, 
grandson  of  the  original  Babb,  was  general  su¬ 
perintendent.  Montana,  as  everybody  knows, 
abounds  in  picturesque  scenery,  and  "this  road 
ran  through  some  of  the  wildest  parts  to  be 
found  in  the  whole  country — to  Businessburgh,  a 
thriving  town  some  fifty  milfes  distant.  In  a 
country  like  this,  many  parts  of  which  were 
barely  settled,  the  men  employed  on  the  railroad 
were  exposed  to  many  dangers,  and  always  went 
prepared  for  trouble.  Gangs  of  outlaws,  roving 
tribes  of  Indians,  road-agents  and  train-robbers, 

;  were  among  the  kind  of  men  most  to  be  feared, 
and  there  were  standing  instructions  to  look  out 
for  such  and  report  their  appearance  at  once. 

There  were  several  regular  trains  over  the 
road  every  day,  but  occasionally  a  special  engine 
would  be  sent  out,  carrying  one  or  two  cars, 
ongh  often  it  wont  alone,  being  dispatched  for 
ore  purpose  or  another  by  the  enterprising  and 
twie-awake  Superintendent  Babb.  Tlju?  engineer 
I’  generally  sent  in  charge  of  this  special  train  was 
-oung  fellow  of  nineteen,  or  thereabouts,  by 
name  of  “Special”  Bob  from  this  circum- 


If  there’s  anv  special  business  to  be  done,  any 
il  responsibility  to  be  undertaken,  any  spe- 
f.a  gumption  to  be  required,”  Superintendent 
I  Babb  would  remark,  "Bob  is  the  man  to  fill  the 
fbil!.* 

“  ‘Special’  Bob  wm  de  'Pride  of  de  Road,'  an’ 
»o  mistake,”  said  old  Pete,  about  as  black  a 
darky  as  wa*  ever  >^en,  and  Bob’s  fireman,  be- 
i :'K  a*  much  a  •apedlal”  as  our  hero  himself. 


re¬ 

in- 


acilll 

-  Tinker, 

-  being  of 

the  com- 

Bob  had  gone  West  with  his  father 
year  previous  to  the  commencement  of  ourU^ 
and  being  a  clever  young  fellow,  with  consum¬ 
able  mechanical  skill,  had  found  employment  birz 
the  rosid^and  had,  before  long,  obtained  the  con¬ 
fidence  of  the  superintendent  and  other  officers 
of  the  road  to  such  an  extent  as  to  be  placed  in 
charge  of  the  special  engine,  and  intrusted  with 
it  on  all  occasions.  Having  noted  this  much  by 
way  of  preface  to  what  is  to  follow,  we  will  at 
once  proceed  with  our  tale,  trusting  that  it  will 
prove  as  interesting  as  others  we  have  written. 
One  day,  in  the  fall  of  the  year,  well  oji  toward 
evening,  Bob,  who  was  busy  putting  his  favorite 
engine  to  rights,  polishing  the  brasswork,  trijn- 
ming  the  lamp,  rubbing  up  the  glass,  and  fixing 
things  generally— -for  he  always  looked  to  these 
affairs  himself — his  particular  chum,  Clem  Ham¬ 
mond,  the  son  of  the  treasurer,  came  along. 

“Hallo,  Bob.” 

“Hallo,  yourself.” 

“Babb  wants  to  see  you,  Bob.” 

“Now?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do  you  know  what  for?”/ 

“Special  business.” 

“Then  it’s  good  that  the 
Do  you  know  what  it  is,  Cl 

“No;. but  Babb  and  the  treart. 
nob  over  something  particular 
tell  you  to  come  into  the  office 

“I’ll  be  there  in  a  jiffy.” 

Then  Bob  skipped  across  the  yard  to  a  little 
house  where  he  put  his  clothes,  washed  his  hands, 
brushed,  his  nair,  set  his  collai  straight,  put  on 
a  good  coat  and  a  gold-laced  r  p,  and  then  sent 
into  the  buildirtg  where  his  superintendent’s  of¬ 
fice  was.  lie  found  Babb  at  the  door  waiting  for 
him,  and  as  soon  as  the  former  saw  the  boy,  he 
pulled  him  in,  closed  the  door,  and  said: 

“Bob,  can  you  get  ready  to  go  out  in  half  an 
hour?” 

“Yes,  sir;  all  we  want  is  steam.” 

“Where  is  Pete?” 

“In  the  yard.” 

“All  right.  I'll  send  word  to  him  by  the  boy,” 
and  he  stepped  out  for  an  instant. 

When  he  returned  he  took  a  seat,  motioned  to 
Bob  to  do  the  same,  and  then  said  abruptly: 

“Bob,  I  know  I  can  depend  on  you.  I  want  you 
to  run  through  to  Businessburgh  as  fast  as  you 
can,  and  deliver  this  packet  to  the  agent  there. 
Don’t  lose  it,  for  it  is  of  the  utmost  importance." 


eady  for  i*». 
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Babb  thereupon  handed  to  Bob  a  large  sealed 
envelope,  which  felt  quite  heavy,  although  Bob 
could  not  guess  what  its  contents  might  be. 

“You’d  better  go  armed,  Bob,”  spoke  up  Mr. 
Hammond,  coming  out  of  an  inner  room  at  this 
moment,  “for  it  is  more  than  likely  that  there 
will  be  an  attempt  made  to  stop  you.  Clem  will 
go  along  with  you  and  assist  you  all  he  can.” 

“What  do  you  want  me  ’to  take,  sir — just  an 
engine,  or  a  car  as  well?” 

“Only  the  engine  and  tender.  You  will  attract 
less  attention  at  night,  for  it  is  common  enough 
to  send  an  engine  through,  but  not  to  dispatch  a 
train  at  this  time.” 

“You  wish  me  to  start  at  once?” 

-^on  as  you  can  get  up  steam.  Don’t  stop 
unless  it  is  absolutely  necessary.  Have 
od  weapons?” 

sir.  You  know  I  have  had  occasion  to 
.n  before.” 

.en  provide  yourself  with  plenty  of  car- 
ges,  and  get  away  as  soon  as  you  can.  That 
.iS  all.  When  you  get  through  and  deliver  the 
packet,  telegraph  to  me  at  once.” 

“Is  that  all?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  when  shall  I  return?” 

“In  the  morning.” 

Bob  placed  the  packet  in  an  inner  pocket  of 
his  coat,  buttoned  it  up  tightly,  and  went  out, 
crossing  the  yard  to  where  his  engine  stood  get¬ 
ting  up  steam,  Pete  being  in  the  cab  and  Clem 
standing  near. 

~*~vHow  soon  can  you  start,  Pete?”  asked  Bob. 

“  'Bout  ten  minutes,  boss.” 

“All  right,”  answered  Bob,  as  he  went  back  to 
the  station,  where  he  opened  his  locker,  provided 
himself  with  two  good  revolvers  and  buckled  a 
cartridge  belt  around  him. 

When  the  time  was  up,  our  hero  and  his  chum 
stepped  into  the  cab;  and  as  Pete  took  his  place 
Bob  opened  the  throttle  and  away  they  went. 

“What’s  the  job?”  asked  Clem,  as  they  rattled 
along. 

“To  deliver  a  package  to  the  station  agent  at 
the  ’Burgh.” 

“You  don’t  know  what  it  is?” 

“No.” 

“It  must  be  particular,  for  the  treasurer  told 
fne  to  go  along  with  you,  and  help  you  if  there 
was  any  fuss,  so  I  put  on  a  couple'  of  barkers, 
and  there’s  a  repeating-rifle  besides  stowed  under 
the  seat.” 


“We’ll  have  a  regular  arsenal  if  we  take  much 
more.” 


“Well,  I  asked  the  treasurer  about  it,  and  he 
said  to  go  ahead,  for  we  couldn’t  be  too  careful, 
and  when  the  treasurer  says  that,  you  can  be  cer¬ 
tain  that  there’s  something  up.” 


< 


“Why  .  do  you  always  call  your  father  the 
Treasurer,’  Clem?” 


“Because  he  supplies  me  with  the  funds  and 
takes  a  receipt  from  me  for  every  dollar  I  get.” 
“That’s  business.” 


,  .  oh>  you  bet  be  knows  just  how  much  I  cost 
him.  Hes  got  down,  in  black  and  white,  every 
item  of  expenditure  from  the  time  I  was  born 
till  now— doctors’  bills,  clothes,  grub,  schooling, 
pocket  money— everything,  in  fact.  I  suppose  it’s 
business,  but  it  seems  to  me  as  if  he  looked  upon 


me  as  a  lot  of  stocks  or  bonds  that  he  was  hold¬ 
ing  for  a  rising  market.” 

“Well,  then,  you  must  take  good  care  to  be  a 
paying  investment,”  laughed  Bob,  “and  not  a  los¬ 
ing  one.” 

“By  George,  that’s  just  what  the  Treasurer 
says.  Do  you  know,  it  makes  me  feel  that  I’ve 
got  a  big  responsibility  on  my  shoulders.” 

“Then  you  must  look  out  that  you  make  a  good 
return  for  the  money  spent  on  you.” 

“H’m!  I  fancy  that  some  fellows  whose  dads 
give  ’em  all  the  money  they  can  spend  would  be 
more  careful  of  it  if  they  knew  that  they  would 
have  to  give  a  strict  account  of  it  all — don’t 
you  ?  ” 

Bob  made  no  reply,  for  they  were  just  then 
rounding  a  sharp  curve,  and  this  took  up  all  his 
attention.  Just  beyond  was  a  small  station  in 
the  woods  where  trains  stopped  only  upon  being 
signaled,  and  as  this  came  in  sight  a  man  sud¬ 
denly  appeared  in  the  middle  of  the  track  waving 
a  red  lantern. 

“Hallo!  Wonder  what’s  up?”  thought  Bob. 
“I  was  told  not  to  stop  unless  absolutely  neces¬ 
sary,  but  this  looks  as  if  there  was  something 
on  the  docket  to  be  attended  to.” 

He  accordingly  slowed  up  somewhat,  and  as 
he  passed  the  man  with  the  lantern,  he  leaned 
out  of  the  cab  window  and  said: 

“What’s  the  matter?” 

“Indian  Jack  and  his  gang  have  been  seen  in 
the  neighborhood,  and  there’s  been  a  hand  car 
stolen  from  our  shed,  and  I  think  there’s  trouble 
along  the  line.” 

“What  about?” 

“Don’t  know,  only  I  thought  you’d  better  tele¬ 
graph  when  you  get  to  the  next  station.  Can’t 
do  it  here,  you  know.” 

“All  right;  glad  you  spoke  about  it/’  and,  open¬ 
ing  the  throttle,  Bob  spun  ahead. 

“If  we’ve  got  to  stop  for  every  old  fool  along 
the  road,  we  won’t  get  to  the  ’Burgh  before 
morning,”  muttered  Bob.  “I  hope  we  haven’t  lost 
any  time  by  this  fellow.” 

Soon  the  little  station  was  out  of  sight,  and 
the  headlight  cast  a  long,  gleaming  track  ahead 
of  them,  it  now  being  quite  dark.  They  were 
just  entering  a  narrow  defile  between  two  high, 
rocky  ledges,  when  Bob  thought  he  heard  a  pe¬ 
culiar  ringing  noise  beside  him.  Turning  quickiy, 
he  discovered  that  the  telegraph  wire  had  that 
moment  fallen.  Clem  almost  at  the  same  mo¬ 
ment  caught  him  by  the  shoulder  and  pointed 
ahead,  down  the  track. 

Bob  looked  and  uttered  an  exclamation  of  sur¬ 
prise.  Not  two  hundred  feet  away  a  maxi  was 
sliding  rapidly  down  a  telegraph  pole,  while  just 
in  front  of  him  was  a  hand-car  on  the  track,  upon 
which  were  three  rough-looking  fellows,  evident¬ 
ly  in  great  haste  to  get  away. 

“That  skunk  has  cut  the  wire!”  yelled  Clem. 
“Something  is  up.” 

“And  something  will  go  down!”  cried  Bob, 
whipping  out  a  revolver. 

Crack!  The  bullet  struck  the  pole  just  above 
the  man’s  head.  Crack!  The  second  shot  struck 
just  where  the  rascal’s  head  had  been  an  instant 
before.  He  had  now  reached  the  ground,  and, 
making  one  flying  leap,  landed  on  the  hand-car. 
Instantly  the  four  men  seized  the  cranks  and 
began  making  them  revolve  like  lightning.  It 
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«ra$  a  ticklish  position  for  both  them  ami  the 
voang  engineer.  Once  the  two  collided,  the  re- 
<u!t  could  not  be  doubtful.  It  certainly  meant 
death  for  the  men  on  the  hand-car,  and  might 
mean  the  destruction  of  the  engine,  and  the  death 
I  of  cvei  v  one  on  board  of  it  at  the  same  time. 

The  car,  impelled  by  the  four  men,  fairly  flew 
a  ong  the  track,  the  glare  of  the  headlfght  right 
t  behind  making  everything  as  distinct  as  though 
u  had  been  day.  The  men  wete  powerful  fel- 
b  lows,  all  of  them,  and  the  car  made  a  fearful 
speed,  but  whether  it  could  distance  the  locomotive 
was  a  question.  Who  the  men  were,  Bob  could 
not  tell,  but  that  they  were  here  for  no  good 
purpose  was  evident  by  the  cutting  of  the  wires. 
He  must  overtake  them,  if  possible,  and  yet  to 
*  run  them  down  might  be  attended  with  serious 
Uft  consequences. 

It  was  not  so  much  the  killing  of  the  men  that 
Bob  cared  about,  for  they  were  evidently  lawless 
characters,  but  to  .wreck  the  engine  would  be  o 
t  cause  the  failure  of  his  mission,  if  not  cost  me 
i  lives  of  himself  and  his  companions.  If  th  •  men 
were  to  stop,  the  result,  as  far  as  Bob  was  con¬ 
cerned.  would  be  the  same,  and  if  he  were  to  slow 
up,  the  men  would  escape,  and  that  was  not  to 
be  thought  of. 


CHAPTER  II.— Danger  in  Sight. 

Away  went  the  car,  the  men  putting  all  their 

length  into  the  cranks,  the  locomotive  racing 
after  them,  the  headlight  shining  full  upon  them, 
and  revealing  their  every  motion.  Presently  they 
glided  upon  a  down  grade,  and  here  they  were 
c’r  iged  to  let  go  of  the  handles,  which  spun 
around  in  the  most  frantic  manner.  To  attempt 
to  work  them  now  would  be  to  hurl  them  from 
the  car  upon  the  track  in  an  instant,  the  result 
being  the  same  had  they  retained  a  hold  upon 
them  after  striking  the  down  grade.  They  there¬ 
fore  rat  motionless  on  the  car,  holding  on  for 
dear  life,  the  handles  flying  around  so  fast  as  to 
simply  create  a  blur  on  the  vision,  like  that 
formed  by  a  wheel  in  rapid  motion. 

The  car  now  gained  considerably  upon  the 
engine,  for  Bob  was  obliged  to  put  on  the  brakes, 
owing  to  the  great  risk  of  running  on  a  down 
grade  at  too  high  a  rate  of-  speed.  Bob  breathed 
fre^r,  and  he  now  began  to  think  that  he  would 
not  care  if  the  outlaws  did  escape,  so  that  he 
could  make  his  run  in  safety,  and  deliver  his  mys¬ 
terious  package.  The  down  grade  continued  for 
nearly  half  a  mile,  ami  at  one  portion  there  was 
r j - :  iite  a  -teep  bank  on  both  sides  of  the  road,  at 
th  point  crossing  a  little  creek,  over  which  there 
was  a  stone  culvert.  As  the  hand-car  reached 
t  \  lace  Bob  saw  two  of  the  men  suddenly  leap 
from  it  and  disappear  down  the  bank,  the  other 
two  remaining  on  until  they  reached  the  level, 
when  they  jumped  off  and  hurrieu  away  into  the 
womD.  In  Jess  than  a  minute  the  pilot  struck  the 
band-car  with  terrible  force.  Crash!  It  was  a 
ruin  in  ie  than  a  second,  the  fragments  flying 
In  ali  directions. 

Boo  and  his  companions  were  somewhat  shaken 
op.  out  a-  fort  jnately  no  fragments  of  the  wreck¬ 
ed  ear  remain"  on  the  traclc,  the  engine  passed 
in  safety.  Bob  bounding  the  whistle,  as  if  in 


"I  would  just  like  to  know  why  that  wire  was 
cut,”  thought  Bob.  “There’s  only  one  through 
here,  and  that’s  all  there  is  to  depend  on  to  send 
word  to  Babb’s  Bridge.  I’ll  bet  1  haven’t  got 
through  my  troubles  yet.” 

There  wasn’t  another  station  for  ten  miles, 
and  even  that,  although  it  contained  a  telegraph 
office,  was  rather  insignificant.  This  place,  on 
account  of  there  being  a  mill  and  a-dam  of  con¬ 
siderable  size  at  that  point,  and  also  from  the 
fact  of  Tinker,  the  owner  of  the  mill,  and  the 
principal  inhabitant,  having  built  the  station,  was 
called  Tinker’s  Dam,  although  it  could  not  be  in¬ 
ferred  from  this  name  that  the  place  was  not 
worth  a  tinker’s  damn,  as  the  saying  is.  The  dam 
in  this  case  was  worth  a  good  deal  to  Tinker, 
the  dam  used  by  tinkers  in  soldering  being  of 
no  use  after  the  job  is  over,  and  hence  the  com¬ 
parison,  there  being  nothing  profane  in  the  re¬ 
mark,  contrary  to  the  belief  of  many  piously  in¬ 
clined,  but  ignorant  and  unsophisticated,  persons. 

Tinker’s  Dam  had  not  been  named  in  jest, 
although  many  were  passed  upon  it  after  it  was 
named,  Tinker  himself  caring  little  about  it  so 
long  as  his  mill  was  kept  going,  and  the  logs 
kept  coming  to  be  sawed  into  building  material. 
Bob  was  approaching  Tinker’s,  as  it  wa.$  also 
called,  and  was  about  two  miles  from  the  little 
station,  when  he  suddenly  saw  a  red  light  swing¬ 
ing  to  and  fro  not  far  ahead. 

“I’ll  be  "blessed  if  I  stop,”  he  muttered  impa¬ 
tiently.  “This  is  only  another  dodge  to  make  me 
lose  time.  If  I  hadn’t  stopped  before,  I’d’ve  been 
in  ^ime  to  prevent  that  rascal  from  cutting  the 
wire.” 

•  The  engine  gave  a  shriek  and  hurried  on,  the 
smokestack  presently  striking  the  lantern  which 
was  suspended  over  the  track  by  a  projection 
arm  generally  used  to  hang  a  mail-bag  on,  and 
dashed  to  the  ground.  They  had  gone  but  a  few 
yards,  ho\vever,  when  Clem,  wlw  was  as  much  on 
the  lookout  as  Bob  himself,  suddenly  pointed 
along  the  track  in  front  of  them,  and  seized  the 
lever.  Bob  instantly  closed  his  throttle  and  re¬ 
versed,  having  seen  his  danger  in  an  instant.  An 
obstruction  composed  of  old  sleepers  and  other 
rubbish,  piled  to  a  height  of  five  or  six  feet,  had 
been  placed  on  the  track,  and  the  light  of  the 
engine  had  shown  this  to  Clem.  Indeed,  one 
could  not  help  seeing  such  an  obstruction  as  that, 
unless  one  were  blind.  Bob  came  to  a  pause  with¬ 
in  a  few  feet  of  the  obstruction,  which  he  could 
plainly  see  had  been  put  there  for  an  especial 
purpose. 

“Don’  yo’  git  out,  boss!”  cried  Pete,  as  Bob 
was  about  to  descend  from  the  cab.  “I  see  one 
fellah  hidin’  ahind  dere.” 

At  these  words  two  or  three  men,  with  rifles 
slung  over  their  shoulders,  suddenly  came  out 
from  among  the  trees  and  approached  the  engine. 

“What  do  you  want?”  asked  Bob,  revolver  in 
hand,  for  he  saw  at  once  that  there  was  going  to 
be  trouble. 

“Not  much,”  retorted  one.  “We’ll  take  keer  o’ 
this  injine  now,  if  ye  :ke.  Reckon  it’s  too  much 

bother.” 

“Yas,  we’ll  relieve  ye,”  said  a  second.  “.So 
jest  ye  step  down  and  out.  The  walkin’s  good, 
ami  we  don’t  want  to  hurt  ye,  so  suppose  yo 

skip?** 
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“Who  are  you,  and  why  have  you  placed  this 

barricade  across  the  track?” 

“They  calls  me  Mose  Myers,”  answered  the 
first  speaker.  “Montana  Mose,  sometimes,  called, 
and  these  yer  gents  is  my  pals.  We  don  t  want 
this  yer  injine  to  go  on,  but  you  kin  go  where 

you  please.”  ...  ,, 

“Thank  you,  but  I  choose  to  go  with  the  en¬ 
gine;  you  can’t  have  one  without  the  othei,  and 
I’m  going  through  to  the  ’Burgh  to-night,  so  just 
clear"  away  this  truck  and  give  me  a  show.” 

Not  a  man  moved,  and  in  the  shadow  other 
forms  could  now  be  discerned,  the  party  being 


quite  a  large  one. 

“Come,”  cried  Bob,  “I’ll  give  you  just  ten  sec¬ 
onds  to  start  and  then  I’ll  fire  if  you  haven’t 
made  a  break.” 

Then  he  began  to  count  slowly  but  regularly: 

“  One — two — three — four !  ” 

Mose  Myers  suddenly  made  a  rush,  not  at  the 
obstruction,  but  at  the  engine. 


“Look  out!” 

It  was  Bob  who  spoke,  at  the  same  time  shield¬ 
ing  his  body,  but  throwing  up  his  arm.  Then  he 
began  to  fire,  right  and  left,  high  and  low,  the 
shots  rattling  through  the  trees  like  hail-stones. 
Suddenly,  upon  both  sides,  and  in  the  rear,  ap¬ 
peared  the  forms  of  men,  all  seeming  to  have 
the  same  intention — that  of  seizing  the  engine. 
Bob  was  on  the  right  and  Clem  on  the  left,  and 
both  boys  at  once  began  a  simultaneous  fusillade 
upon  the  invaders,  whom  they  well  knew  to  be 
outlaws  and  desperadoes  of  the  most  lawless 
-B^-ipe.  Old  Pete,  seizing  the  repeating  rifle, 
threw  himself  upon  the  tender,  and,  lying  along 
his  stomach,  popped  away  at  the  men  as  they 
tried  to  leap  on  the  tender  by  the  rear.  Crack, 
crack,  crack! 

How  the  boys  did  blaze,  reloading  as  fast  as 
their  revolvers  were  emptied,  and  firing  both 
weapons  at  once  as  rapidly  as  they  could  pull  the 
triggers.  The  outlaws  were  thunderstruck,  for 
such  a  hurricane  of  bullets  they  had  never  seen, 
and  they  made  haste  to  get  beyond  the  range  of 
this  blighting  shower.  They  had  answered  the 
firing  at  first,  the  bullets  flattening  against  the 
boiler,  shivering  the  glass  in  the  windows,  or 
splintering  the  woodwork,  an  occasional  ball  pass¬ 
ing  disagreeably  near  to  our  hero’s  head,  but 
they  could  not  begin  to  keep  up  such  a  constant 
fire  as  their  enemies,  and  presently  they  withdrew 
to  a  more  safe  distance. 

“Pete,”  said  Bob,  “go  down  there  and  get  rid 
of  that  rubbish  on  the  track.  Work  lively,  and 
we’ll  keep  these  fellows  off.” 

.Black  Pete  was. an  immense  fellow,  by  the  way, 
and  possessed  the  strength  of  three  ordinary  men, 
so  that  when  he  began  to  attack  the  barricade 
the  lighter  portions  went  flying  in  all  directions. 
He  would  pick  up  the  heavy  sleepers  and  toss 
them  upon  one  side  as  lightly  as  though  they 
had  been  mere  sticks,  and  he  only  needed  to  ex¬ 
ert  a  little  extra  strength  to  pull  out  the  broken 
rails  mixed  in  with  the  other  stuff,  and  throw 
them  off  into  the  trees  out  of  the  way.  The  huge 
darky  was  well  settled  down  to  his  work  when, 
with  a  yell,  the  outlaws  again  made  their  appear¬ 
ance.  Bob  and  Clem  saw  them  approaching,  and 
fired  one  or  two  shots  as  a  warning  for  them  to 
keep  their  distance.  Pete  had  lifted  a  heavy  loo- 
of  wood,  and  was  about  to  throw  it  down,  when  a 


bullet  struck  one  end  of  it,  and,  glancing  off, 
passed  close  to  the  big  negro’s  head.  This  so 
exasperated  him  that  lie  caught  up  his  rifle,  which 
he  had  near  by,  and  began  firing  shot  after  shot 
among  the  outlaws,  several  of  whom  threw  up 
their  hands  and  fell  like  logs. 

“Never  mind  ’em,  Pete!”  shouted  Bob  from  his 
post  in  the  cab.  “We’ll  look  after  these  rascals. 
Get  rid  of  the  obstruction  as  soon  as  you  can.” 

“Charge  in  upon  ’em,  boys!”  yelled  Mose  My¬ 
ers.  “Shoot  the  nigger  first,  and  then  it  won’t 
be  so  hard  to  lick  them  two  boys.” 

A  bullet  passed  through  the  outlaw’s  hat  as  he 
spoke,  and  a  man  behind  him  fell,  the  shot  hav¬ 
ing  passed  through  one  cheek.  Pete  worked  with 
a  will,  the  two  boys  keeping  up  a  constant  fire 
upon  the  enemy,  who  now  sheltered  themselves 
behind  trees  and  rocks  and  kept  up  a  desultory 
fire  upon  the  engine.  Bob  had  two  or  three  bul¬ 
lets  pass  through  the  top  of  his  cap,  and  one 
struck  the  stiff  leather  peak  in  front  of  it,  the 
hard  substance  causing  the  dangerous  missile  to 
glance  and  fall  harmlessly  to  the  ground. 

“A  close  shave,  that,”  he  murmured,  as  he  fired 
at  a  fellow  just  peeping  out  from  behind  a  rock. 

A  yell  told  him  that  his  shot  had  taken  effect, 
and  at  the  same  moment  a  shout  from  Pete  indi¬ 
cated  that  his  work  was  complete.  Crack,  crack, 
crack,  crack!  A  sudden  volley  from  the  darky’s 
repeater  caused  great  consternation  among  the 
ambushed  ruffians,  and  they  beat  a  hasty  retreat. 
Pete  then  passed  around  the  pilot  to  the  shelter¬ 
ed  side  of  the  engine,  and,  leaping  forward,  said 
with  a  grin: 

“  Tart  him  up,  boss;  de  ’struction  won’t  stop  us 
now,  I  reckon.” 

Toot,  toot!  Whoo-oo-oo!  Two  sharp  notes  and 
a  piercing  shriek  from  the  iron  horse  now  sound¬ 
ed  upon  the  air;  Bob  opened  his  valves,  placed 
his  levers,  and  moved  ahead  at  a  lively  rate.  The 
baffled  villains  made  one  last  desperate  charge, 
as  they  saw  their  victims  slipping  from  their 
grasp.  Bang,  bang,  bang,  bang!  All  three  fired 
at  once,  the  firelight  showing  them  where  to  aim, 
and  several  of  the  outlaws  received  bad  wounds. 
Away  went  the  special  with  a  snort,  and  Bob, 
looking  back,  saw  that  one  of  the  enemy  had 
mounted  a  fleet  horse  and  was  following  along 
the  track  at  a  dead  gallop. 

“Ha,  ha!  Horse  flesh  against  steam  doesn’t 
count  for  much,”  the  young  fellow  cried,  with  a 
laugh.  “You  may  ride  as  vou  will,  but  you  won’t 
catch  us.” 

In  the  course  of  ten  or  fifteen  minutes  Tinker’s 
Dam  was  reached,  and  Bob  drew  up,  to  telegraph 
ahead  that  the  outlaws  were  abroad,  and  for  the 
authorities  to  watch  for  them.  As  the  engine 
stopped  in  front  of  the  platform,  and  Bob  was 
about  to  alight,  a  man  came  out  of  the  little  sta¬ 
tion  hurriedly,  and  said  to  the  young  man: 

“What  do  you  want  here?” 

“That’s  Hawley  Trask,”  the  defaulter,”  whis¬ 
pered  Clem.  “There’s  a  reward  for  his  appre¬ 
hension.” 

“What’s  that  to  you?”  asked  Bob  shortly. 

“A  good  deal;  and  I’ve  got  to  know  your  busi¬ 
ness  before  I  let  you  get  out.” 

“Look  here,  Trask,”  returned  Bob,  drawing  a 
pistol,  “I  know  you;  but  I  ain’t  hunting  thieves 
to-night,  and  shall  not  trouble  you  unless  you  cut 
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up  rough.  My  business  is  with  the  telegraph. 
Where’s  the  operator?” 

“I’m  the  operator  now,  and  the  line  is  under 
my  charge.  1  heal'd  you  were  coming,  and  was 
told  to  look  for  you.” 

Indeed,  at  that  moment  the  click  of  the  instru¬ 
ment  was  heard,  and  Trask,  listening  attentively. 

■  said  with  a  laugh: 

“That’s  from  down  the  road.  Myers  has  a 
pocket-battery  of  his  own,  and  has  started  up  a 
circuit.  He  says  you  gave  him  and  his  fellows  a 
lively  time.” 

Bob  then  understood  why  the  man  on  horseback 
hail  been  in  such  haste.  He  did  not  seek  to  catch 
them,  but  was  in  haste  to  set  his  instrument  go¬ 
ing,  so  as  to  communicate  with  Trask,  with  whom 
he  evidently  had  an  understanding.  There  was, 
apparently,  some  plan  on  foot  against  the  road, 
and,  to  all  appearances,  was  being  pushed  simul¬ 
taneously  all  along  the  line. 

“You  can’t  get  ahead  of  us,”  said  Trask,  with 
a  leer.  “You  might  have  if  we  hadn’t  cut  the 
wire  in  the  first  place,  for  the  man  here  made  a 
hard  fight  and  tried  to  wire  them  down  at  the 
Bridge.  Then  we  interfered,  and  now  I'm  in 
possession  of  the  office.” 

“You  have  killed  him?”  cried  Bob. 

“Never  mind  what  I’ve  done.  You’ve  got  a 
package  in  your  charge  that  I’ll  trouble  you  to 
give  up.” 

“If  you  want  it,  you’ll  have  to  come  after  it,” 
answered  Bob,  suddenly  opening  the  throttle. 

Trask  made  a  flying  leap  for  the  cab,  but  Clem 
caught  him  m  the  pit  of  the  stomach  with  his 
foot  and  doubled  him  up  on  the  platform. 

“Go  ahead  if  you  like,”  yelled  Trask,  as  he 
picked  himself  up,  “but  you  won’t  get  five  miles 
before  you’ll  be  wrecked.” 

“What  can  he  do?”  asked  Clem,  as  they  left 
the  station  behind  them,  Trask  being  last  seen 
as  he  entered  the  little  telegraph  office. 

“The  villains  must  have  secured  possession  of 
the  road  at  the  most  important  points,  and  this 
ruffian  will  telegraph  ahead.” 

“Then  we  must  break  the  connection.  There 
is  only  one  wire  through.” 

“Just  what  I’m  going  to  do.  Pete!” 

“Yes,  boss.” 

They  were  now  coming  to  a  stop. 

“I  want  you  to  snap  that  wire.” 

“All  right,  boss.” 

Hardly  had  they  slackened  the  speed  one-half 
before  big  Pete  leaped  from  the  tender  through 
the  air,  caught  one  of  the  poles,  and  began  climb¬ 
ing  with  the  agility  of  a  cat.  Reaching  the  wire, 
with  one  blow  of  his  fist  he  smashed  the  insulator 
to  fragments,  and  tore  it  from  its  place.  Then 
grasping  the  slackened  wire  with  his  naked  hands 
h<*  doubled  it  up,  gave  a  sudden  twist  and  a 
wrench,  bent  it  back  again  quickly,  and  snapped 
H  in  two  a*  though  it  had  been  a  mere  thread. 
The  t*o  ends  hung  uselessly  from  the  poles,  and 
Pete  did  to  the  ground  like  lightning,  as  Bob  ex- 
r  da  rned: 

"That  fellow’-  strength  beats  all.  I  supposed 
\ jJ<:  *.ake  a  cold  chisel  or  something  of  that 
•  tort,  but  he  go ( -  to  work  with  only  the  tools 
that  nature  -upplicd  him  with,  and  does  the  job 

h>  half  the  time  I  expected.” 

[  “I>at  ad  right,  boss?”  asked  Pete,  as  he  took 

hig  place  on  the  Under. 


“Yes.” 

“We’re  all  right  now,  anyhow,”  said  Clem,  “for 
even  were  the  track  tom  up,  Pete  would  take  the 
engine  on  his  shoulders  and  lift  it  over  the  bad 
places.” 

“Whatever  is  up,”  said  Bob,  “it  is  evident  that 
this  mysterious  package  of  mine  has  something 
to  do  with  it;  and  before  I  give  it  to  any  but  the 
proper  person  there  will  have  to  be  a  fight.” 

They  had  hardly  gone  a  mile  beyond  this  point 
when  Clem  suddenly  pointed  ahead  to  a  point 
down  the  track  where  a  bright  light  was  seen 
approaching  them  rapidly. 

“What  is  it?”  cried  Clem.  “Another  locomo¬ 
tive  ?  ” 

“It  looks  like  one,  and  there  is  but  a  single 
track  here.  Unless  we  can  signal  them,  we  are 
lost!” 


CHAPTER  III.— Pursued. 

It  is  a  fact  well  known  in  Natural  Philosophy 
that  two  things  cannot  occupy  the  same  place  at 
the  same  time,  and  consequently  the  presence  of 
two  locomotives  running  toward  each  other  on 
the  same  track  at  the  same  time  and  within  a 
few  hundred  feet  of  each  other,  was  a  serious 
thing  to  contemplate.  How  the  second  engine 
came 'to  be  there  at  that  moment  Bob  could  not 
tell;  nor  was  there  time  to  think  about  it,  the 
danger  being  imminent.  He  blew  a  shrill  whistle 
of  warning,  and,  reversing  his  engine  as  quickly 
as  possible,  seized  his  revolver  and  sprang  out  in 
front,  making  his  way  along  to  the  pilot  in  an 
incredibly  short  space  of  time. 

His  own  headlight  brought  everything  out  with 
startling  distinctness,  and  he  peered  ahead,  try¬ 
ing  to  see  who  the  engineer  of  the  other  locomo¬ 
tive  was,  and  to  see  if  he  made  any  movement 
toward  diminishing  his  speed.  He  could  see  the 
man  sitting  bolt-upright  in  his  plact,  but  there 
seemed  to  be  no  fireman;  and  although  Clem  had 
blown  the  whistle  again,  there  was  no  response 
from  the  other  engine.  The  latter  was  coming 
on  at  a  good  rate  of  speed,  throbbing  and  snort¬ 
ing,  great  clouds  of  black  smoke  issuing  from  her 
chimneys,  the  steam  escaping  in  short  puffs,  and 
the  wheels  pounding  on  the  iron  track  at  a  tre¬ 
mendous  rate.  But  what  could  ail  the  driver  that 
he  kept  on  in  that  fashion,  with  another  engine 
on  the  same  track,  and  going  in  an  opposite  di¬ 
rection  ?.  It  was  not  doing  so  now,  fortunately, 
Bob  having  reversed;  but  our  hero  would  be  oblig¬ 
ed  to  almost  run  down  to  Tinker’s  before  he 
could  get  upon  a  siding,  or  turn  the  switch  so  as 
to  allow  the  stranger  to  do  so. 

There  was  danger  in  doing  this,  too,  for  at  the 
Dam  there  were  enemies  to  be  guarded  against, 
and  getting  away  from  them  the  second  time 
might  not  be  as  easy  as  it  was  at  first.  Bob 
could  see  the  number  of  the  engine  in  large  fig¬ 
ures,  upon  the  boiler-head,  and  he  recognized  it 
as  one  very  seldom  used,  which  was  generally 
kept  at  a  station  some  ten  or  fifteen  miles  far¬ 
ther  on,  known  as  Thumping,  this  singular  name 
having  been  given  to  it  on  account  of  the  boast 
of  its  early  founders,  that  they  intended  to  have 
a  “thumping  big  town  in  them  there  diggin’s.” 

“What’s  Number  Forty  doing  on  the  road  at 
this  time?”  Bob  asked  himself.  “Sho’ll  burst  up 
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if  she  goes  at  that  rate  long.  What  can  have 
come  over  Robbins,  I  wonder?  Is  the  man  mad, 

or  drunk,  or  both?”  .  , 

Bob  had  by  this  time  made  his  way  back  to 
the  cab,  and  had  put  on  a  full  head  of  steam, 
thereby  gaining  greatly  on  his  pursuer,  wnicli 
still  came  on  at  the  same  awful  speed.  Bob  was 
obliged  to  surpass  it,  and  the  rate  was  something 
frightful,  the  engine  swerving  from  side  to  side, 
and  seeming  about  to  leap  from  the  track  at  any 
moment.  They  reached  the  siding,  and  Bob  slow¬ 
ed  up  enough  to  let  Pete  jump  out  and  run  to 
the  switch,  our  hero  being  on  the  main  line.  Pete 
understood  what  was  wanted  of  him,  but  when 
he  gained  the  switch  he  found  it  locked.  Here 
was  a  new  difficulty,  the  other  engine  being  now 
within  a  hundred  yards  of  them.  Pete  was  well 
aware  of  the  danger  that  threatened  them  before 
and  behind,  and  he  did  not  waste  a  second.  Here 
was  another  chance  to  display  his  enormous 
strength,  which  was  really  phenomenal.  Raising 
his  huge  fist,  he  struck  the  padlock  which  se¬ 
cured  the  switch  a  terrible  blow,  and  split  it  open 
from  top  to  bottom. 

The  sides  were  fortunately  made  of  cast-iron, 
and  once  they  were  broken  off,  it  was  an  easy 
matter  for  a  man  of  Pete’s  strength  to  wrench 
the  parts  asunder  and  free  the  bar.  Away  went 
the  useless  lock,  and  the  big  negro,  seizing  the 
lever,  threw  open  the  switch.  Not  an  instant  too 
soon!  At  the  very  second  that  the  rails  had  been 
brought  into  position  by  the  shifting  of  the  lever, 
the  front  wheels  of  the  engine  glided  upon  them. 
It  mattered  not  to  Pete  what  might  become  of 
the  runaway,  so  long  as  their  own  engine  was 
safe,  and  he  therefore  cared  not  where  it  went 
after  going  upon  the  side  track.  The  danger  was 
past,  as  far  as  he  was  concerned,  and,  quickly 
replacing  the  switch,  he  ran  to  his  own  locomo¬ 
tive,  which  had  now  halted,  and  leaped  aboard. 

Bob  was  wondering  what  to  do  next,  when, 
looking  b£bk,  he  saw  that  there  was  a  man  at 
the  other  end  of  the  switch,  and  that  the  engine, 
now  running  at  a  reduced  speed,  had  passed  in 
safety  on  to  the  main  line.  Then,  seeing  that  he 
had  remained  here  long  enough,  he  started  up 
steam  immediately,  and  was  quickly  spinning 
along  the  track,  the  mystery  of  the  appearance 
of  the  wildcat  engine  being  as  yet  unsolved.  As 
they  went  spinning  along,  however,  a  man  leaped 
out  of  the  woods  just  by  the  switch  and  yelled 
out  so  as  to  be  distinctly  heard: 

“You’ve -cut  the  wire,  have  you,  and  expect  to 
get  away?  Don’t  be  so  sure  of  it,  my  fine  fel¬ 
low!” 

The  man  was  Hawley  Trask,  the  defaulter, 
whom  Bob  had  before  outwitted. 

“That  fellow  means  mischief,”  thought  Bob. 
“I  would  like  to  know  how  far  extended  this  plot 
is,  whatever  it  may  be.” 

Bob  continued  on  his  way,  but,  unknown  to 
him,  his  enemies  were  following  him.  beina’  de¬ 
termined  to  catch  him  if  it  were  possible.  There 
was  a  tui  n table  at  this  place,  about  the  only  one 
between  the  two  main  stations  of  the  branch,  and 
the  engine  which  had  so  narrowly  escaped  collid¬ 
ing  with  Bob’s  was  now  run  upon' it,  turned  about 
and  started  in  pursuit. 

Hawley  Trask  tpok  the  engineer’s  seat,  the 
former  which  Bob  had  seen  being  removed,  and 
with  one  or  two  assistants  the  man  now  started 


after  the  young  engineer  and  his  .friends.  It  was 
no  wonder  that  the  engineer  did  not  stop  when 
the  other  was  sighted.  In  fact,  he  was  dead,  a 
bullet  having  entered  his  brain  at  the  temple,  and 
though  he  had  not  changed  his  position,  he  would 
never  more  handle  a  lever  or  pull  a  bell-cord. 
The  fireman  was  missing,  or  he  might  have  stop¬ 
ped  the  engine,  but  this  had  been  done  by  the 
man  who  opened  the  switch,  the  latter  having 
leaped  aboard  as  it  went  by  at  a  reduced  speed. 
Bob  of  course  knew  nothing  of  this  as  yet,  and 
his  pursuers  were  following  him  swiftly,  while 
he  imagined  that  he  had  distanced  them. 

“Boss,  de  water  am  gibin’  out,”  said  Pete,  when 
they  had  gone  about  three  miles  from  the  scene 
of  their  last  adventure.  “Dat  las’  run  took  a 
heap  ob  it  an’  we  didn’t  fill  up  at  de  Dam.” 

“We  can’t  stop  till  we  get  to  Skeleton  Hol¬ 
low.” 

“And  that’s  a  bad  place,  too,”  spoke  up  Clem. 
“There’s  been  no  end  of  mysterious  murders  at 
that  place,  and  if  there’s  trouble  anywhere  along 
the  road,  that’s  the  place  to  look  for  it.” 

“But  there  are  not  half  a  dozen  houses  in  the 
Hollow,  including  the  station.” 

“I  know  it;  but  the  gypsies  generally  locate 
near  there,  and  there’s  an  Indian  village  only  a 
couple  of  miles  back,  and  those  Crows  cah  never 
be  trusted.  You  know  yourself  that  they’ve  tried 
to  w'reck  trains  more  than  oncg,” 

“Just  so;  but  this  is  not  a  regular  train,  and 
it’s  not  likely  that  they  know  anything  about  our 
coming.” 

“There’s  Mose  Myers  with  his  pocket  tele¬ 
graphic  instrument.” 

“Yes,  and  there’s  that  broken  wire.  We  will 
get  beyond  the  Hollow  before  he  can  make  the 
connection,  even  if  he  should  follow,  which  is  notv 
at  all  likely.” 

It  was  likely,  however,  for  all  of  that,  for  in 
the  interval  Mose  had  arrived  on  horseback,  and 
was  now  on  the  eng-ine  with  Trask,  although  Bob 
knew  nothing  of  all  this. 

“What’s  the  matter  with  you,  Clem?”  asked 
our  hero,  presently.  “You  seem  to  be  thinking 
of  nothing  but  difficulties  all  along  the  line;  and 
if  I  did  not  know  you  better,  I  should  think  you 
were  afraid.” 

“I  don’t  know  what  it  is,  Bob,  but  somehow 
or  other  I  seem  to  feel  that  we’re  in  for  to¬ 
night,  and  that  the  delivery  of  that  packet  is 
going  to  be  a  ticklish  affair.  Guess  the  treasurer 
thought  so,  or  he  wouldn't  have  sent  me  along, 
nor  have  told  you  to  go  armed.” 

“That’s  a  common  thing  enough,  Clem.  You’ve 
been  with  me  before,  and  I’ve  gone  armed  be¬ 
fore,  and  we’ve  had  no  trouble.” 

“I  know  that,  but - J 

The  sentence  was  not  finished,  for  they  were 
now  passing  through  a  deep  cut,  where  the  arch¬ 
ing  branches  overhead  swept  the  top  of  the  smoke¬ 
stack,  the  place  being  one  of  particularly  evil 
repute.  Just  beyond  was  a  deep  hollow  through 
which  the  road  passed,  the  hills  rising  on  either 
side  to  a  great  height,  the  little  station  which 
bore  the  ill-omened  name  of  “Skeleton  Hollow” 
being  in  the  midst  of  this  tract.  They  had  just 
entered  this,  and  were  going  only  at  moderate 
sf>eed,  on  account  of  the  thick  darkness,  when  Bob 
suddenly  bent  his  head,  as  if  listening. 
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-What's  the  matter?"  ask  oil  Clem. 
"T.ere  is  some  one  following  us. 


CHAPTER  IV. — Captured. 

“Some  one  following  us?”  echoed  young  Ham¬ 
mond. 

Yes;  a  train*  or  at  least  an  engine. 

Clem  listenevl  attentively,  and  presently  said 

excitedly:  J 

**You  are  right.  They  have  started  that  en¬ 
gine  after  us.  This  is  more  of  Hawley  Trask’s 
work.” 

“Who  is  he?  I  only  know  of  him  as  a  de¬ 
faulter,  but  his  misdeeds  could  not  have  been 
committed  here.” 

“They  were  not  He  embezzled  to  a  large 
amount  somewhere  in  the  East,  and  came  out 
here  to  escape  justice.” 

“What  was  he?” 

“Bank  cashier,  or  something  of  that  sort.  The 
Treasurer  knows  all  about  him.  He  was  engaged 
to  a  handsome  young  lady — Miss  Lida  Laurens, 
in  fact” 

“Lida  Laurens!  The  daughter  of  the  bank 
president  at  Businessburgh  ?” 

“The  same.  When  she  discovered  what  he  was, 
she  broke  off  the  engagement;  but  he  followed 
them  out  here,  and,  I  understand,  annoved  her 
greatly  with  his  attentions,  until  old  Laurens 
threatened  to  expose  him.  Then  he  left  the  town, 
and  it  was  supposed  that  he  had  skipped  into 
Canada.  I  must  say,  I  was  surprised  to  see  him 
back  there  at  the  Dam.” 

“He  means  mischief,  too.  Did  you  hear  him 
demand  the  packet  from  me  ?  Perhaps  it  con¬ 
cerns  him  and  he  wants  to  get  it.” 

'*Or  maybe  there  is  money  in  it,  and  he  has 
learned  of  its  being  sent.” 

They  had  now  borne  to  a  pause  at  a  point  where 
a  deep  and  swiftly  running  brook  made  its  way 
along  the  side  of  the  track  at  a  distance  of  about 
|  fifty  feet. 

“We  can  take  on  water  here,”  suggested  Bob. 

“Hark!” 

They  could  now  plainly  hear  the  sound  of 
wheels  upon  the  track,  and  there  was  no  doubt 
that  Bob  was  correct  in  the  statement  that  they 
were  being  followed. 

“We  must  fill  up,  anyhow,  or  we  can’t  get  away 
from  them,'’  the  young  fellow  said,  as  he  caught 
up  a  basket  hang png  upon  the  outside  of  the 
tender  and  started  for  the  stream. 

Pet  *  quickly  followed  with  another,  and,  both 
Ik*  r.g  quickly  filled,  he  hurried  back  and  poured 
t  *  r  contents  into  the  tank. 

“Dat’s  -low  work,  boss,”  Pete  cried,  as  he  has¬ 
tened  rack  and  made  a  second  trip.  “Reckon  I’d 
ha-,  e  to  go  twenty  times  back  and  fo’th  foah 
dat’s  filled.” 

T/.ere’a  nothing  else.” 

“Ye  ,  there  is,”  cried  Clem  excitedly.  “Here’s 
a  barrel  set  into  the  ground  for  horses  to  drink 
from.” 

‘"There'"  a  upring  at  the  bottom.” 

The  barrel  protruded  from  the  ground  about  a 
foot,  the  earth  being  hanked  up  around  it,  how¬ 
ever.  though  not  very  solidly. 

“Tell  ye  what,  boss,”  said  Pete  eagerly.  “You 


and  Clem  take  de  two  buckets  to  de  tank,  while 
i  axes  dis  yere  t’ing.” 

Then  quickly  clearing  away  the  loose  soil  from 
about  the  barrel,  the  giant  seized  the  top  of  it, 
worked  it  to  and  fro  a  few  moments  and  then 
laid  hold  of  it  solidly  and  lifted  it  out  of  the 
excavation  by  main  strength. 

“Reckon  I  carry  more  in  dat  dan  in  de  buck¬ 
ets,”  he  said  sententiously,  as  the  two  boys  re¬ 
turned. 

“But  there  are  holes  in  the  bottom,  so  as  to 
let  the  spring  water  in.” 

Pete  was,  aware  of  this,  as  the  water  had  al¬ 
ready  run  out,  but  catching  up  a  big  handful  of 
clay,  he  plastered  it  over  the  holes,  upon  the  in¬ 
side,  stamping  it  down  with  his  big  feet,  and  mak¬ 
ing  the  barrel  water-tight,  for  the  present,  at 
least.  Then  dipping  it  into  the  stream,  he  filled 
it,  hoisted  it  upon  his  broad  shoulders  with  ap¬ 
parently  little  effort,  and  actually  ran  with  it  to 
the  engine.  It  didn’t  take  but  two  or  three  trips 
of  his  kind  to  fill  up  the  tank,  and  then,  for 
sport,  Pete  filled  the  barrel  again,  and  left  it 
standing  in  the  middle  of  the  track. 

“Reckon  dey’ll  t’ink  dey  struck  a  water-spout 
when  dey  hits  dat,”  he  said,  with  a  grin. 

“Hurry!”  cried  Bob.  “We  have  not  an  instant 
to  lose.” 

"n  fact,  the  noise  made  by  the  pursuing  engine 
was  growing  louder  every  instant,  and  now,  as 
they  glanced  back,  they  could  see  the  faint  glim¬ 
mer  of  the  headlight  in  the  distance,  rapidly  gain¬ 
ing  in  brilliancy.  Bob  started  up  at  once,  and 
they  fairly  flew,  but  the  pursuer  was  evidently 
coming  more  rapidly  still,  as  the  headlight  be-_ 
came  more  distinct  every  time. 

“Shan’t  I  get  out  and  pull  up  a  rail  or  two, 
boss?”  asked  Pete,  showing  all  his  ivories  and 
laughing  boisterously. 

“Put  your  head  on  the  track,”  suggested  Clem, 
“and  upset  them.  That  would  be  an  obstruction 
not  to  be  despised.” 

However  they  might  joke  about  the  matter,  it 
was  nevertheless  serious,  and  they  felt  it,  for 
Bob  increased  his  speed  as  much  as  he  dared  to 
in  the  thick  darkness  of  the  place,  and  trees  shut¬ 
ting  out  all  glimpses  of  the  sky,  and  even  the 
glare  of  the  headlight  seeming  but  little  guide 
to  them.  On  and  on  they  went,  a  solitary  light 
presently  coming  into  view,  designating  the  posi¬ 
tion  of  the  little  station. 

There  was  no  need  to  stop,  and  Bob  had  no 
such  intention,  not  knowing  what  he  might  en¬ 
counter  at  the  place,  which  was  known  to  be  the 
resort  of  the  very  worst  characters  in  that  entire 
section.  He  pushed  on,  therefore,  but  saw  sud¬ 
denly,  as  he  neared  the  station,  that  he  had  been 
thrown  upon  a  small  side  track,  instead  of  keep¬ 
ing  the  main  line.  He  instantly  shut  off  steam, 
so  as  to  reverse,  as  he  did  not  know  if  the 
switch  were  open  at  the  other  end  or  not. 

“Change  the  switch  for  me  when  I  run  back, 
Pete,”  he  said  quietly.  “Some  stupid  has  left  it 
open,  and,  likely  enough,  the  other  end  is  closed.” 

Then  he  began  to  run  back,  but  at  that  mo¬ 
ment  a  strange  creature  seemed  to  spring  out  of 
the  ground  close  beside  him,  and,  standing  in  the 
broad  track  of  light  in  front,  waved  a  long,  skin¬ 
ny  arm  at  him  and  cried: 

“Beware,  for  danger  threatens!  Never  go  back; 
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always  go  ahead.  ^  Behind  there  is  danger-before 

t]l T he 1  s peakei’^  was  an  old  woman  of  more  thaii 
sixty  years— tall,  gaunt  and  haggard;  clad  in  tat¬ 
tered  *  garments,  her  white  hair  hanging 
tangled8  mass  upon  her  shoulders;  her  arms  bare; 
her  head  uncovered,  and  everything  about  hei 
indicating  the  wildness  of  her  life.  Bob  knew 
the  woman,  for  he  had  seen  her  once  01  twice, 
and  she  was  not  a  person  to  be  easily  foi  gotten 

when  once  seen.  „  .  .  ^ _ 

She  was  called  Gypsy  Bess  from  having  been 
frequently  seen  among  the  nomads,  who  make 
their  living  by  fortune-telling  and  horse-trading, 
avowedly,  but,  in  fact,  for  the  most  part,  by  thett 
and  other  rogueries.  That  she  was  a  gypsy  wo¬ 
man  wras  not  certain,  but  that  she  could  not  have 
lived  in  a  house,  or  among  civilized  folk,  for  many 
months,  or  even  years,  was  plain  enough  at  a 
glance. 

“There’s  that  witch  again  1”  declared  Clem,  in 
a  low  tone.  “She  never  comes  around  but  what 
trouble  follows.  Don’t  mind  her,  Bob.  If  she 
tells  you  to  do  one  thing,  you  are  safe  to  do  the 
opposite.” 


Bob  was  moving  sloudy  backward  down  the 
track,  but  had  not  passed  the  switch  when  the 
old  woman  earner  running  alongside,  and  holding 
one  hand  high  above  her  head,  shrieked: 

“Heed  the  warning  of  the  wise,  or  repent  your 
folly  for  years!  The  safety  of  her  you  love  de¬ 
pends  on  your  obedience;  the  success  of  your  mis¬ 
sion  hangs  upon  it!  Your  own  life  may  be  lost 
if  you  ignore  it!” 

Bob  paid  no  attention  to  the  woman’s  ravings, 

^ - however,  but  continued  to  go  back,  presently 

turning  his  head  to  see  where  the  switch- was. 
As  he  did  so,  he  perceived  the  light  of  the  pur¬ 
suing  engine,  which  he  had  for  the  moment  for¬ 
gotten,  within  an  eighth  of  a  mile  of  him.  At 
that  moment,  too,  the  whistle  sounded,  and  inv 
Bob’s  ears  it  sfeemed  almost  like  a  cry  of  tri¬ 
umph.  # 

“Jump  out,  Pete!”  he  cried  excitedly,  “and 
change  that  switch.  If  it’s  locked,  smash  it,  for 
they’ll  run  into  us.  If  I  can  send  them  ahead, 
I’ll  run  into  them  afterward  and  overturn  them.” 

Pete  sprang  out  of  the  cab  and  ran  toward  the 
switch,  but  as  he  disappeared  in  the  darkness, 
a  rifle  shot  suddenly  rang  out  upon  the  air  with 
startling  distinctness. 

x“Go  to  his  help,  Clem,”  said  Bob  quickly,  in 
low,  hurried  tones. 


Clem  sprang  out,  pistol  in  hand,  and  just  then 
the  engine  came  to  a  standstill.  There  was  a 
sudden  tramp  of  feet  and  rustling  of  leaves,  'and 
then  came  the  sound  of  shots  and  the  noise  of  a 
struggle.  The  other  engine  had  now  reached  the 
switch  and  paused,  and  Bob  saw  several-  forms 
leap  out  of  it  and  hurry  toward  the  scene  of  the 
combat.  He  was  about  to  do  the  same,  and  had 
even  reached  the  ground  when  the  gypsy  woman 
suddenly  sprang  upon  him,  threw  one  arm  about 
his  neck,  and  threw  something  in  his  face.  In¬ 
stantly  his  senses  all  seemed  to  desert  him,  and 
he  sank  m  an  inert  mass  into  the  gypsy  woman’s 
arms,  his  head  thrown  back  on  her  shoubler,  his 
hanging  limp  and  motionless  by  his  side 
At  the  next  moment  two  men  came  hurriedly  uu 

the  ,lWiTu  laushed  !>ittel'I-v  as  he  gazed  into 
the  lace  of  the  unconscious  young  man. 


“Take  him  away!”  he  hissed.  *VG  will  fix  him 
all  light,  and  then  to  carry  out  our  plot  in  spite 
of  this  intended  warning.” 

“Where  are  his  friends?”  asked  the  second  man. 
“Let’s  serve  ’em  all  out  in  the  same  way.” 

Clem  and  Pete  had  disappeared,  however,-  not 
the  least  trace  of  them  being  found. 

Bob  recovered  to  find  himself  in  the  little  sta¬ 
tion  at  Skeleton  Hollow,  bound  hand  and  foot,  and 
in  the  presence  of  Hawley  Trask,  Mose  Myers, 
Gypsy  Bess  and  one  or  two  others.  Trask  seized 
the  packet  from  Bob’s  coat  and  threw  it  in  a 
corner,  saying:  “Lie  there  and ^ harm  me  if  you 
can.”  Bob  caught  enough  of  the  conversation 
to  learn  that  a  plot  existed  to  abduct  Lida 
Laurens.  Bob  also  learned  that  Clem  and  Pete 
were  still  at  liberty.  Pretty  soon  the  villains 
left  the  house  and  proceeded  to  the  railroad 
track.  While  they  were  gone  a  figure  entered 
the  window  of  the  room  -where  Bob  lay  gagged 
and  bound,  crept  over  the  floor  in  the  darkness, 
secured  the  packet  and  crept  out  the  window 
again,  where  he  was  joined  by  another  figure. 
Both  figures  then  stole  silently  away  in  the  dark¬ 
ness.  Then  Bob’s  enemies  entered  the  room,  took 
him  up  between  them  and  carried  him  outside  to 
the  railroad  and  deposited  him  on  the  track.  A 
short  while  later  the  track  began  humming  with 
the  noise  of  an  engine.  The  villains  had  with¬ 
drawn  into  Jhe  house.  Now  a  figure  leaped  from 
a  churiip  of  bushes  and  sprang  towards  Bob.  It 
gathered  Bob  from  the  rails  and  leaped  aside 
just  as  the  engipe,  at  reduced  speed,  ran  over  the 
spot  where  Bob  had  been.  It  came  to  a  stop 
just  beyond  and  at  that  instant  another  figure 
leaped  into  the  engine  cab,  and  threw  both  the 
engineer  and  stoker  out.  Then  the  man  carry¬ 
ing  Bob  coming  up,  the  figure  in  the  cab,  who 
proved  to  be  Pete,  reached  down  with  his  right 
hand  and  caught  the  man  carrying  Bob  under 
the  arm.  Then  Pete  lifted  both  Clem  (for  it  was 
he)  and  Bob  into  the  cab. 

Bob,  who  had  recovered  his  full  senses  by  this 
time,  took  charge  the  engine  and  ran  it 
ahead.  Then  Clem  gave  Bob  the  packet,  for  it 
was  he  who  had  entered  the  room  in  the  dark  and 
found  it. 

They  ran  on  without  further  accident,  little 
knowing  that  the  two  villains,  Trask  and  Myers, 
were  concealed  behind  a  pile  of  wood  in  the  ten¬ 
der  waiting  their  chance  to  capture  the  boys  and 
engine.  They  had  seen  Bob  rescued  from  the 
rails  and  the  engineer  and  stoker  thrown  out  of 
the  cab,  and  ran  out  of  the  house  and  jumped  on 
the  tender  unseen  by  any  of  our  friends. 

They  waited  their  chance,  and  just  as  Pete 
came  to  the  tender  to  get  something  they  shoved 
him  off.  Then  they  crept  toward  the  cab,  and 
when  Bob  and  .Clem  were  looking  out  ahead,  they 
jumped  on  them.  A  fierce  struggle  followed. 
Trask  succeeded  in  shutting  off  the  throttle, 
stopping  the  engine.  They  were  just  at  Jack’s 
Corners  now,  and  it  was  a  hard  place,  infested  by 
toughs  of  all  kinds.  Seeing  the  engine  stopping 
and  a  struggle  taking  place,  a  crowd  of  roughs 
pi.ed  out  of  a  hut  beside  the  track  and  bore  down 
towards  t.he  engine.  When  they  came  upon  the 
scene  they  recognized  both  Trask  and  Myers  as 
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fellow-villains  and  jumped  in  to  help.  In  a  short 
time  Bob  and  Clem  were  rendered  defenseless. 


CHAPTER  V. — Rijscued  from  Divers  Perils. 

The  whole  affair  had  happened  so  quickly  Ijiat 
Bob  could  hardly  realize  his  situation.  Here  was 
he  and  Clem  in  the  hands  of  outlaws,  or  at  least 
men  of  very  shady  reputation,  the  engine  stopped, 
and  Myers  and  Trask  again  triumphant.  The 
first  thoughts  that  came  into  his  head  were  con¬ 
cerning  Pete,  the  giant  negro.  Had  he  also  been 
captured,  their  condition  would  indeed  be  hope¬ 
less.  He  looked  about  him,  but  saw  nothing  of 
the  faithful  fellow,  and.  his  heart  gave  a  bound 
as  he  thought  that  perhaps,  after  all,  the  man 
had  not  been  taken,  and  was  awaiting  a  good  op¬ 
portunity  to  rescue  him  and  Clem  from  their  ene¬ 
mies.  The  two  boys  were  dragged  into  the  lit¬ 
tle  station,  and  secured  opposite  to  each  other  on 
the  benches  that  ran  along  two  sides  of  the  room. 

"What  are  ye  going  ^o  do  with  ’em,  Moses?” 
asked  one  of  the  ruffians,  a  big  bully  with  a  great 
red  beard  and  a  shock  of  hair  like  a  mop. 

“We’re  going  ahead  to  join  in  the  fun,  but 
there’s  no  use  in  taking  them  along.  S’pose  we 
settle  ’em  up  right  here?” 

“All  right,”  growled  the  red-headed  man,  draw¬ 
ing  a  huge  knife.  ‘Til  cut  their  throats  right 
here,  and  then  we  won’t  have  no  further  trouble 
with  them.” 

Bob|  hair  fairly  stood  on  end  at  this  cold¬ 
blooded  speech.  Clem  turned  pale,  and  felt  as  if 
he  would  faint;  but  seeing  that  this  caused  the 
bully  to  laugh,  he  nerved  himself  and  appeared 
perfectly  composed.  ' 

“That  won’t  do,”  interrupted  Trask.  “That  will 
be  too  quick.  We  want  to  have  more  fun  than 
that.” 

“Tell  ye  what  weil  do,”  said  Myers.  “Begin  on 
this  young  feller's  chum,  and  then  he’ll  see  it 
a!1  and  know  what’s  coming.  Strip  off  his  coat, 
and  cut  him  to  pieces  gradually.” 

“I  reckon  ye*  don’t  want  to  lose  no  time  in  get 
ting  to  the  ’Burgh,”  said  Redhead,  with  a  leer. 
“My  plan’s  the  best,  after  all,  and  I’m  going  to 
begin  on  the  engineer.” 

With  that  he  rushed  upon  Bob,  knife  in  hand, 
and  tore  open  his  coat.  This  rough  treatment 
cau  ed  the  packet  to  fall  on  the  floor,  and  Trask 
seized  it  in  an  instant. 

“What  the  deuce  is  this?”  he  cried.  “I  thought 
we’d  got  rid  of  that  long  ago.” 

T  re  ruffian  now  cut  open  Bob’s  shirt  with  one 
*la;  h  of  his  knife,  leaving  the  boy’s  breast  ex- 

po-od. 

“Ncrw  for  it!”  he  hissed,  as  he  raised  his  knife 
to  strike. 

In  another  instant  the  blow  would  have  fallen, 
and  Bob’s  adventures  come  to  a  sudden  termina¬ 
tion.  Just  then,  however,  there  came  a  startling 
interruption.  The  report  of  a  rifle  suddenly  broke 
silence.  Instantly  the  place  was  in  darkne- 
The  :ariU“m  hanging  from  the  ceiling — the  only 
fight  the  P  are  afforded — had  been  struck  by  a 
be  i*t  and  «h ivered  to  atoms.  In  a  moment  all 
wa  dark  a*  the  grave.  The  outlaws,  terror- 
*rv-ke n  by  this  sodden  interruption,  began  to 
rr*k*-  lor  the  door.  The  men  with  the  red 
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beard,  thinking  he  knew  when  to  strike,  deliv¬ 
ered  a  terrible  blow  with  his  knife.  A  fearful 
scream  followed,  and  some  one  seized  his  shock 
head  and  pulled  as  if  he  would  tear  all  of  the 
hair  out  of  the  roots.  In  the  darkness  he  had 
struck  one  of  his  comrades  instead  of  Bob.  The 
man,  dangerously  wounded,  had  seized  his  assail¬ 
ant,  and. both  now  rolled  to  the  floor  in  a  fierce 
struggle.  In  an  instant  the  room  was  cleared  of 
all  but  the  two  fighters  and  the  luckless  boys. 

Over  and  over  rolled  the  desperadoes — Redhead 
striking  at  random,  now  hitting  his  opponent, 
now  striking  the  floor.  The  other  still  clung  to 
the  red  hair  of  his  foe,  but  presently  seizing  the 
other’s  knife,  he  wrenched  it  from  his  grasp  and 
struck  him  a  terrible  blow  in  the  neck,  which 
nearly  severed  his  head  from  his  body.  Those 
who  had  fled  now  started  to  return,  but  affairs 
had  assumed  a  new  aspect,  and  they  again  fled. 
The  oil  from  the  lantern  had  become  ignited,  and, 
setting  the  woodwork  afire,  the  flames  were  now 
spreading  rapidly.  Bob  and  Clem  had  escaped 
one  death-  only  to  meet  another.  They  had  elud¬ 
ed  the  knives  of  the  outlaws,  but  might  not  so 
easily  get  away  from  the  flames. 

“Let  them  bum!”  hissed  Trask.  “Come,  Moses, 
let  us  get  on  board.  Remember,  the  girl  and  the 
money  are  awaiting  us.” 

As  the  defaulter  spoke,  a  bullet  whizzed  within 
an  inch  of  his  head,  and  buried  itself  in  the 
frame  of  the  door.  He  turned  and  fled  to  the  en¬ 
gine,  which  he  boarded,  followed  by  Myers.  The 
flames  were  now  spreading  rapidly,  and  it  looked^ 
as  if  the  lives  sof  the  two  boys  were  to  be  sacri¬ 
ficed,  after  all.  If  Pete  had  escaped,  where  was 
he,  and  why  did  he  not  come  to  the  rescue?  He 
is  coming,  and  in  a  moment  his  well-known  form 
appears  in  the  room,  lit  by  the  flare  of  the  burn¬ 
ing  station.  With  a  knife  he  severs  the  cord 
securing  the  boys,  and  hurries  them  outside.  The 
engine  is  about- starting  again,  Trask  at  the  throt¬ 
tle  and  Mose  in  the  tender,  half  a  dozen  rough 
fellows  sitting  on  in  front  and  behind.  Black 
Pete  clears  the  platform  at  a  bound,  and  throw¬ 
ing  his  trusty  rifle  to  his  shoulder,  fires  three 
shots  in  rapid  succession.  They  are  all  he  has, 
and  there  is  no  time  to  reload. 

Two  men  sitting  on  the  platform  §re  hit,  and 
tumble  off  under  the  wheels,  and  a  third,  expect- 
ing  a  like  fate,  leaps  off  into  the  bushes  and  runs 
J"’ay  at  full  speed.  Clubbing  his  weapon,  Pete 
fells  Mose  like  an  ox,  and,  leaving  him  lying  on 
the  loose  wood,  hurls  himself  upon  Trask  and 
seizes  him  by  the  throat.  Bob  and  Clem  mean¬ 
while  improve  their  opportunities,  and,  with  no 
other  weapons  but  their  fists,  force  their  way  to 
the  engine  and  leap  aboard  just  as  it  dashes  away 
from  the  station  at  an  increased  speed.  Pete 
has  succeeded  in  throttling  Hawley  Trask  into 
submission,  and  he  now  throws  him,  limp  and 
nearly  lifeless,  upon  the  floor  of  the  tender.  Feel¬ 
ing  in  his  breast  pffcket,  he  draws  out  the  en¬ 
velope  intrusted  to  Bob  by  Babb,  and  hands  it  to 
the  young  engineer. 

“Here  it  is  again,  boss,”  he  says,  “and  ye’d  bet¬ 
ter  take  keer  ob  it.  What’ll  we  do  wif  dese  fel¬ 
lers?  Chuck  ’em  off?” 

“No,  we  don’t  want  to  do  that,  but  we  can 
leave  them  at  the  first  convenient  place.” 

Bob  then  took  his  seat,  and  kept  the  engine  at 
a  good  rate  of  speed,  so  as  to  make  up  for  th$ 
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time  lost.  They  would  have  to  stop  for  water 
pretty  soon,  as  the  supply  was  giving  out,  and 
when  they  reached  Jonesville,  the  place  ap¬ 
pealing  to  be  deserted,  they  halted  lor  this  pur- 
Sose  The  bodies  of  Trask  and  Myers  still  lay 
where  they  had  fallen,  and  Bob  thought  them 

u0S(i 

“Guess  we’d  better  take  them  on  with  us  now,” 
he  said,  “so  as  to  let  every  one  know  that  they 
are  dead.  It  will  be  better  that  they  are  identi¬ 
fied  by  more  than  one.”  . 

For  a  brief  space  he  and  his  companions  lett 
the  engine,  not  dreaming  of  any  danger.  When 
they  returned,  having  finished  their  work,  the 
furnaces  were  filled,  water  put  into  the  boiler, 
and  away  they  started.  They  had  not  gone  one 
hundred  yards  before  Pete  uttered  an  exclama¬ 
tion  of  surprise.  Bob  turned  quickly  and  echoed 
the  cry.  What  was  the  matter?”  The  tender 
had  been  cut  adrift,  and  was  now  standing  idle 
on  the  track.  Beside  it  were  the  two  villains, 
Trask  and  Myers,  shaking  their  fists  defiantly. 
Their  death-like  appearance  had  only  been  as¬ 
sumed,  and  in  the  temporary  absence  of  Bob  and 
his  friends  from  the  engine,  they  had  pulled  out 
the  pin  connecting  it  with  the  tender,  the  latter 
being  left  behind. 

“We  must  go  back  for  it,”  cried  Bob;  “we 
haven’t  wood  and  water  enough  to  last  us  to  the 
’Burgh.” 

A  sudden  shout  from  Myers  was  now  heard, 
and  was  immediately  answered  from  several 
-points,  while  lights  could  be  seen  approaching 
down  the  track  and  from  the  town. 

“Too  late,”  muttered  Bob;  “we  must  go  on  now, 
no  matter  what  happens.” 


CHAPTER  VI. — The  Leap  from  the  Bridge. 


The  situation  of  Bob  and  his  two  companions 
was  now  most  peculiar  and  embarrassing.  They 
were  upon  an  engine  whose  supplies  had  been 
suddenly  cut  off,  and  whose  power  might  give  out 
at  any  moment.  There  was  no  means  of  increas¬ 
ing  steam,  and  as  soon  as  what  they  had  should 
give  out,  they  would  be  obliged  to  stop.  There 
was  more  than  this  to  fear,  for  if  the  boiler 
should  become  overheated  from  lack  of  water,  it 
might  blow  up  and  endanger  all  their  lives. 

“Can  we  make  it,  do  you  think?”  asked  Clem. 

We  have  only  got  five  miles  more  to  go.” 

“But  it  is  mostly  upgrade,  and  steep  at  that. 
If  it  were  down,  I  could  let  her  run  with  little  or 
no  steam.” 


“We  can’t  go  back,  anyhow.  Just  see  how  they 
are  swarming  down  the  track.” 

“Those  villains  have  got  the  best  of  me  again,” 
muttered  Bob,  in  a  tone  of  disgust.  “Who  would 
have  supposed  that  they  were  alive?  I  never  saw 
two  fellows  look  more  dead  than  they.” 

“Gosh!  I  thought  sure  dat  dat  fellah  Trask 
war  clean  choked  to  death,  ’deed  I  did,”  returned 
1  ete,  and  I  done  give  Mistah  Mose  sich  a  dub¬ 
bin  on  de  side  ob  him  head  dat  I  never  s’posed 
he’d  get  up  agin.”  ^ 

The  engine  was  still  going  well,  but  it  labored 
heavily,  and  as  they  were  now  entering  upon  the 
first  of  a  senes  of  steep  upgrades,  their  progress 
was  not  what  it  ought  to  be..  B 


“There’s  the  bridge  over  Business  Gulch!”  cried 
Clem  presently,  in  a  loud  tone.  “After  we  cross 
that,  there’s  a  terrible  grade  to  get  up.” 

“And  steam  is  running  down,”  answered  Bob, 
gazing  at  his  indicator.  “We’ll  never  make  it.” 

“What’ll  we  do?” 

“Get  out  and  walk,  I  reckon.  It-  is  not  very 
far  now.” 

The  engine  was  going  more  slowly  now  and 
with  greater  effort,  and  though  there  was  not 
more  than  three  miles  to  make,  it  was  extremely 
doubtful  if  they  would  be  able  to  do  it.  On  a 
downgrade  it  would  have  been  different,  but  now 
they  had  everything  to  contened  against  and  noth-  • 
ing  to  help  them.  Business  Gulch  was  a  deep 
cut  between  two  hills,  at  the  bottom  of  which — 
nearly  five  hundred  feet  below — ran  a  turbulent 
stream,  whose  waters  were  said  to  run  over  gold¬ 
en  sands,  but  which  no  one  had  ever  explored. 
The  bridge  spanning  this  canyon  or  gulch,  or 
whatever  else  it  might  be  called,  was  not  more 
than  thirty  feet  in  length,  and  had  been  thrown 
across  without  much  trouble,  but,  narrow  as  it 
was,  our  friends  were  not  to  get  over  it  as  quickly 
as  they  supposed. 

“There  it  is!”  cried  Bob,  as  the  bridge  came  in 
sight,  a  white  light  on  its  highest  truss,  showing 
him  its  position. 

The  engine  was  panting  and  groaning  at  a 
frightful  rate,  and  it  was  doubtful  if  it  could 
make  another  mile.  As  they  reached  the  bridge 
Bob  suddenly  heard  an  ominous  sound,  and  turned 
as  white  as  a  sheet.  The  steam  was  rushing  up 
to  a  fearful  pressure,  being  overheated  to  a  ter¬ 
rible  degree.  The  water  was  giving  out,  and 
the  condensers  were  now  nearly  useless.  De¬ 
struction  stared  them  in  the  face.  The  boilers 
were  about  to  burst.  And  they  had  already  glided 
upon  the  bridge,  which  was  only  wide  enough  to 
allow  the  engine  to  pass  over.  There  was  no 
footboard  at  the  side,  and  the  car-step  overhung 
the  sleepers  by  half  a  foot. 

“Jump!”  shrieked  Bob,  in  a  voice  full  of  ter¬ 
ror  and  excitement. 

Then  he  leaped  off  to  the  right,  at  the  same 
moment  that  Clem  left  by  the  opposite  side.  Pete 
sprang  off  at  the  rear,  and  went  down  between 
two  ties,  disappearing  in  the  darkness  far  below. 
As  the  three  forms  went  whirling  through  space 
there  came  a  deafening  roar,  and  for  a  moment 
bridge,  engine  and  all  were  obscured  by  a  dense 
cloud  of  steam.  The  faithful  engine,  which  had 
done  its  work  so  well  this  eventful  night,  was 
now  a  wreck.  The  wheels  and  cow-catcher  alone 
remained  on  the  track.  Trees  had  been  cut  in 
two  by  the  flying  fragments,  and  a  portion  of  the 
smokestack  was  lodged  on  the  roof  of  a  house 
half  a  mile  away.  The  noise  of  the  explosion 
was  terrific,  and  was  heard  at  Businessburgh  very 
distinctly,  but  as  most  exciting  events  were  now 
taking  place  in  that  town,  it  was  not  particularly 
noticed. 

But  what  of  Bob,  Clem  and  Black  Pete?  Had 
they  been  killed  by  their  frightful  leap?  Unless 
something  should  break  their  fall,  they  could 
hardly  hope  to  survive  such  a  flight  through  space 
and  ruins.  If  they  did  reach  the  bottom  in  safe¬ 
ty,  there  was  no  way  to  get  up  again,  as  they 
knew  of.  Bob  had  not  gone  to  the  bottom,  nor 
anything  like  it;  in  f^ct,  he  had  been  stopped 
not  thirty  feet  below  the  bridge.  He  fell  into 
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the  top  of  a  small  tree  which  grew  oat  of  the 
bank  some  little  distance  below,  and  was  able  to 
hold  on  by  the  branches,  and  thus  prevent  him¬ 
self  from  falling  any  farther. 

At  the  next  minute  there  came  the  explosion, 
but  fortunately  he  was  not  hurt  by  the  flying 
fragments,  the'  latter  going  high  above  his  head. 
When  silence  had  again  been  restored,  the  echoes 
dying  away  in  the  distance,  he  looked  around  him 
trying  in  vain  to  pierce  the  gloom  which  sur¬ 
rounded  him,  and  finally  called  out: 

••Clem,  where  are  you?” 

There  was  no  answer,  and  after  a  pause  he  was 
about  to  call  out  once  more,  when  he  heard  a 
voice,  far  below  him,  apparently,  calling  faintly: 

“Did  you  call  me,  Bob?” 

“Yes;  where  are  you?” 

“Down  here  on  a  ledge  of  rock.  I  am  afraid 
I  am  hurt.” 

“Can  you  move?”  “ 

“Yes,  a  littl^,  but  I  am  fraid  of  falling  off.” 

“How  far  down  do  you  suppose  you  are?” 

“I  can’t  tell.” 

“Have  vou  seen  Pete?” 

“No.”  ' 

Bob  now  began  to  descend,  and  in  a  few  min¬ 
utes  reached  the  bottom  of  the  tree,  where  there 
was  quite  a  large  rock,  upon  which  he  could  stand 
without  trouble. 

“Bob!” 

“What  is  it?” 

Clem  had  called  him  after  a  little  pause,  and 
he  now  seemed  greatly  excited  over  something. 

“I'm  not  hurt  as  badly  as  I  thought,  and  1  can 
stand  up.  I  was  only  bruised  somewhat.” 

“That’s  good.” 

“And  I  say,  Bob?” 

“Well?” 

“Can  you  get  down  here,  do  you  suppose?” 

“I  was  going  to  try  it,  but  it’s  pretty  dark. 
Keep  on  talking,  and  that  will  be  a  guide.” 

“Get  down  if  you  can,  for - ” 

“Well,  for  what?”  . 

‘There  is  a  tree  here  which  I  think  has  fallen 
right  across  the  cut,  and  we  can  get  to  the  other 
side  of  it.” 

“Have  you  got  any  matches?” 

“Yes.” 

“Light  onb  or  two,  and  see  if  it  will  do  us  any 
good.”  ,  _  ’  ' 

Clem  did  as  desired,  and  when  the  matches 
blazer1  up  he  found  that  he  had  not  been  mis- 
*aken,  and  that  the  tree  did  extend  over  to  the 
c’her  bank,  its  branches  being  caught  in  those 
of  another  on  the  opposite  side.  He  could  not 
t #*e  Bob,  but  the  latter  saw  the  light  and  discov- 
that  he  was  about  fifty  feet  below  himself, 
arc  <  mew  hat  to  the  left.  The  matches  showed 
(  +:n  that  the  fallen  tree  was.  a  spruce,  full  of 
fat  and  covered  with  pitch,  and  whisking  out  his 
kr.  fe.  he  cut  everal  long  slivers,  and,  making  a 
bond’e  of  them,  set  them  ablaze  with  another 
match.  T ney  flared  up  brightly,  and  cutting  some 
r  c'f  ri;ver  and  breaking  off  a  few  dry  twigs, 
he  oor  mad»-  a  fine  torch  which  illuminated  the 
oa'kn"  «  and  gave  Bob  plenty  of  light  for  his 
risky  descent 
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Jt  not  an  easy  matter  for  Bob  to  reach  the 
where  Cletn  <tood  awaiting  him,  but  the 


descent  would  not  have  to  be  made  in  the  dark, 
and  that  was  something.  Dropping  from  the 
ledge  into  the  branches  of  another  tree,  climbing 
down  this  and  along  one  ledge  and  another,  each 
lower  than  the  first,  Bob  at  length  reached  a 
point  directly  over  where  Clem  was,  but  there 
were  no  trees,  no  vines — nothing  that  would  af¬ 
ford  him  the  least  aid.  Unless  he  landed  squarely 
on  the  shelf  below,  he  would  fall  off  and  be  hurled 
into  the  gulf  beneath,  and  at  thought  of  this  the 
poor  fellow’s  knees  trembled,  and  he  thought  he 
should  faint. 

“Brace  up,  Bob!”  shouted  Clem,  as  he  rekin¬ 
dled  his  torch,  throwing  a  ruddy  glow  over  the 
scene.  “I’ll  go  out  on  the  tree,  and  then  you’ll 
have  more  room.” 

Clem  then  stepped  out  upon  the  tree  to  a  dis¬ 
tance  of  about  twelve  feet,  where  he  sat  astride 
of  the  trunk,  torch  in  hand.  The  fiery  pitch,  as  it 
fell  from  the  torch,  dropped  upon  some  of  the 
hanging  branches  below,  and  in  an  instant  they 
were  all  ablaze. 

“Hurry  up!”  cried  Clem,  retreating  to  the  far¬ 
ther  side,  “the  whole  thing  will  be  alight  in  a 
few  seconds.” 

Here  was  another  danger,  and  Bob  no  longer 
hesitated.  Putting  his  feet  together,  he  leaped 
from  the  ledge  and  landed  squarely  on  the  shelf 
below.  A  part  of  the  rock  gave  way  under  his 
feet,  and  he  fell,  but  fortunately  grasped  the 
tree-trunk  and  drew  himself  along  it.  It  shook 
violently,  and  Clem  dropped  his  torch  in  his  haste 
to  secure  a  better  footing.  The  whole  under  part^ 
of  the  tree  was  now  in  a  blaze,  and  the  upper 
part  soon  would  be,  thereby  greatly  endangering 
the  boys’  lives.  Clem  reached  the  other  side  all 
right  and  clambered  up  the  steep  ascent  out  of 
danger;  but  Bob  had  a  narrow  escape. 

His  clothes  caught  fire,  and  his  hair  was  badly 
singed;  but,  reaching  tlie  bank,  he  soo'n  beat  out 
the  flames,  and  prepared  to  follow  .Clem.  The 
light  from  the  burning  tree  was  a  great  help  to 
them,  and  they  made  their  way  slowly  and  surely 
up  to  the  top  of  the  cut,  which  they  reached  in 
about  an  hour  after  the  explosion. 

“I  wish  I  knew  where  Pete  was,”  observed  Bob, 
as  they  stood  on  the  track  just  over  the  bridge. 
“I  hope  the  poor  fellow  is  yet  alive.” 

“If  he  had  been  anywhere  near  us,  he  would 
have  heard  and  called  to  us.  I  am  afraid  we  shall 
never  see  him  again.” 

“I  am  afraid  so  myself.  Well,  I  am  sorry  for 
him,  for  he  was  a  good  fellow,  and  as  true  as 
the  sun.  Now  what’s  next?” 

“Your  message.” 

“Tine  enough.  I  said  I’d  deliver  it,  and  so  I 
will.  Come  ahead;  we  have  not  far  to  go  now.” 

“Lass  than  three  miles.  We  ought  to  do  it  in 
half  an  hour  easy.” 

The  two  boys  then  set  off  down  the  railroad 
track  toward  Businessburgh,  which  they  were 
most  anxious  to  reach. 

“Look  at  that  glow  in  the  sky,”  said  Bob,  when 
they  had  gone  about  a  mile.  “What  can  it  mean?” 

“Oh,  I  suppose  the  gully  is  all  on  fire  by  this 
time,  and  that  is  the  reflection.” 

“The  tree  was  burned  out  before  we  started 
down  the  track.” 

“Perhaps  the  wind  has  fanned  some  of  the 
sparks  into  life  again.” 

“Northern  lights,  maybe.” 
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•  “You  don’t  see  them  in  that -quarter.” 

“Oh.,  it’s  nothing.  You  always  see  that  soit  ot 

E  “You  might  *over*  a  big  city,  but  not  over  a 
small  town  like  the  'Burgh  No;  there  is  some 
mischief  going  on,  you  can  be  sure. 

“Then  we  are  too  late,  perhaps,  with  oui  mes 

a“Hurry  up,  Clem;  we  mustn’t  lose  an  instants 
time  ^ 

Thev  both  started  off  on  a  run  as  though  the 
evil  spirit  were  after  them,  and  it  was  a  mercy 
that  they  did  not  trip  or  plunge  headlong  down 
an  embankment  in  their  haste.  As  they  neared 
the  town,  the  light  in  the  sky  became  much 
brighter;  and  at  last  Bob  declared  most  emphati¬ 
cally  that  there  must  be  a  fire  in  the  place,  and 
a  big  one,  too.  Finally  they  could  even  see  the 
flames  most  distinctly,  and  Clem  gave  it  as  his 
opinion  that  the  fire  was  in  the  neighborhood  ot 
the  railroad  offices  and  the  bank. 

“The  bank!”  cried  Bob.  “Then  this  is  a  plot, 
and  Hawley  Trask  and  those  other  villains  aie 
in  it.  Did  you  hear  what  he  said  about  money  ? 
There  is  a  plot  to  burn  and  rob  the  bank,  ill 

wager  anything.”  .  ,  ^ 

“And  old  Laurens  and  his  daughter  live  in  the 


house  adjoining.”  .  ,  „  ,  • 

“Lida  Laurens  in  danger!  cried  Bob,  in  the 
greatest  excitement.  “Hurry,  Clem  hunj,  old 
man!  By  George,  we  ought  to  be  there  at  this 

very  moment.”  -  „  . 

“Have  patience,  Bob;  we’ll  be  there  soon,  and 
-Clem  took  his  friend’s  arm  so  as  to  help  him  run 
the  faster,  and  together  the  two  made  wonderful 


The  nearer  they  got  to  the  town  the  more  they 
became  convinced  that  there  were  several  fires, 
and  that  some  great  excitement  was  taking  place. 
They  could  hear  shouts  and  the  reports  of  fire¬ 
arms,  and  now  as  they  neared  the  station  and 
saw  the  various  buildings  belonging  to  it,  the 
sky  was  bright  red,  and  the  tumult  was  becoming 
frightful.  There  was  a  g;reat  crowd  about  the 
depot,  and  men  were  talking  in  low  and  angry 
voices.  Skirting  the  crowd,  Bob  and  Clem  made 
their  way  to  the  rear  of  the  station  building, 
where  there  were  but  few  people,  and  as  these 
were  all  employees  of  the  road,  they  allowed  the 
boy  to  pass. 

“Where  is  the  agent?”  asked  Bob  of  one  man 
whom  he  approached. 

“I  am  the  station  agent.  Is  that  Bob  Farmer — 
‘Special’  Bob?” 

Bob  Recognized  the  man’s  voice  now,  and  he 
replied  hastily: 

“Yes,  it  is  I.  Come  inside.  I  have  got  an  im¬ 
portant  message  for  you,  and  I’ve  gone  through 
’most  everything  to  get  it  to  you.” 

The  man  led  the  way  to  the  station,  entering 
cautiously,  and  taking  the  boys  into  a  small  room 
near  the  ticket  office,  which  he  lighted  up,  and 
then  locked  the  door.  Bob  then  delivered  him 
the  precious  packet,  the  seal  of  which  he  broke, < 
and  then  took  out  the  contents.  These  were 
mostly  documents,  and,  as  the  agent’s  eyes  swept 
hastily  over  them,  a  shade  of  vexation  came  over 
his  face. 

“Too  late!  Too  late!”  he  muttered.  “Two 
hours  ago  this  would  have  saved  no  end  of  trou¬ 
ble;  but  now - ” 


“If  you  know  the  trouble  I  had  in  getting  it  t® 
you,  I  am  sure  you  would  not  blame  me.” 

“I  don’t  blam6  you,  Bob,  for  I  know  you  have 
done  your  best.” 

“I  met  with  detention  at  nearly  every  point  of 
the  road.  Tell  me,  what  is  this  message?” 

“It  discloses  the  plot  to  burn  and  ‘run  out’  the 
town,  with  the  names  of  all  the  leaders,  and  the 
confession  of  Hawley  Trask,  who  seems  to  have 
repented  of  his  reformation.” 

“But  why  could  not  a  warning  have  been  tele¬ 
graphed  to  you?” 

“Because  the  operator  and  all  his  assistants  are 
in  the  plot,  and  their  names  are  here  put  down.” 

“And  I  was  too  late!  What  a  pity!” 

“The  villains  are  already  at  work,”  said  the 
agent,  not  heeding  the  remark,  “and  have  al¬ 
ready  attacked  the  bank,  just  as  it  says  here,  with 
the  intention  of  getting  all  the  money  and  run¬ 
ning  away  with  Miss  Laurens.” 

“As  I  feared!”  cried  Bob.  “Come,  Clem,  there 
is  no  time  to  lose.  I  must  rescue  my  darling 
Lida,  or  die  in  the  attempt!” 


CHAPTER  VIII. — Bob  and  Clem  in  Limbo. 

“Hold  on,  Bob!”  cried  the  agent.  “Are  you  all 
fixed?  The  streets  are  full  of  ruffians,  and  you 
won’t  take  a  dozen  steps  before  being  attacked.” 

“By  George!  I  had  forgotten  that.  Have  you 
got  any  weapons  to  spare?” 

“Yes.” 

“When  did  the  trouble  first  begin?” 

“Something  more  than  an  hour  ago.  Indian 
Jack,  and  a  lot  of  half-breeds  and  Crow  Indians - 
came  in  on  a  train  and  started  the  first  alarm. 
Then  a  band  of  outlaws  took  up  the  scare  and 
tried  to  ‘run  out’  the  town.” 

“And  Hawley  Trask  and  Mose  Myers  are  in 
the  plot?” 

“Yes;  but  Trask  must  have  been  frightened,  or 
repentant,  or  something,  for  he  wrote  out  a  con¬ 
fession,  giving  away  the  whole  business.  Ben 
Babb  got  hold  of  it  and  sent  it  to  me.  As  I  told 
you,  he  dared  not  telegraph  it,  for  the  operator 
here  was  in  the  plot,  and  his  name  is  put  down.” 

“Trask  must  have  recanted,  then,  and  that  is 
why  he  was  so  anxious  to  get  hold  of  the  en¬ 
velope.  I  lost  it  twice,  and  Pete  got  it  back  for 
me  once  and  Clem  another  time.” 

“The  whole  town  is  in  a  state  of  excitement,” 
continued  the  agent.  “We  can’t  send  for  helep, 
as  the  wires  are  all  down,  and  the  next  thing  I 
know  these  buildings  will  be  attacked  and  all  the 
v  rolling  stock  destroyed.  Fortunately,  I  have  got 
about  twenty  men  here,  and  they  are  all  fight¬ 
ers.” 

“But  I  must  go  to  the  bank.  They  may  even 
now  have  forced  their  way  in  and  carried  off  Miss 
Laurens.” 

“Have  you  seen  Trask  and  Myers?”  asked  Clem. 
.“They  were  to  lead  the  attack  on  the  bank.  I 
don’t  believe  they  could  have  got  here  even  if 
they  escaped  the  fall  they  got  back  on  the  road.” 

“Come  on,”  said  Bob,  buckling  on  a  belt  con¬ 
taining  two  heavy  revolvers  which  the  agent  had 
given  him. 

The  latter  now  furnished  Clem  with  another, 
and  then  the  two  boys,  donning  a  couple  of 
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touched  hats,  made  their  way  cautiously  out  of 
tne  building  b\  the  rear,  so  as  to  attract  no  at¬ 
tention.  Hurrying  along:  through  a  side  street, 
where  there  were  but  a  few  persons  to  be  seen, 
they  made  their  way  with  all  haste  toward  the 
bank.  They  emerged  from  a  side  street  almost 
in  front  of  the- building,  a  bright  light  greeting 
their  gaze  at  the  same  moment.  A  howling-  mob 
-urrounded  the  bank  and  surged  upon  the  steps, 
a  crash  telling  Bob  that  something  had  happened. 

The  crowd  surged  forward,  and  then  came  the 
rattle  of  broken  glass.  At  an  upper  window,  m 
plain  sight  of  all,  was  a  man  whose  face  was 
plain! v  seen  bv  the  flare  of  the  torches  below.  It 
was  Mose  Myers,  the  outlaw,  who  had  somehow 
reached  the  place  ahead  of  Bob.  The  bank  had 
been  forced,  as  Bob  knew,  and  the  ruffians  begin 
pouring  through  the  broken  doors  like  a  pack  of 
wolves. 

“I  don’t  see  Trask,”  whispered  Bob. 

“Hark!” 

At  that  moment  a  piercing  shriek  rent  the  air. 
Suddenly,  at  another  window,  appeared  the  form 
of  a  beautiful  girl  clad  in  white,  her  dark  hair 
streaming  down  her  shoulders.  She  was  about  to 
leap  from  the  window,  when  a  man  seized  her 
from  behind,  clapped  a  hand  over  her  mouth,  and 
dragged  her  rudely  away.  The  man  was  seen  for 
but  an  instant.  This  was  sufficient,  however,  for 
Bob  and  Clem  to  recognize  him. 

“Hawley  Trask!”  they  both  exclaimed  in  a 

bredth. 

“Lida  Laurens  in  that  villain’s  bower!”  hissed 
Bob.  “It  shall  never  be.  I  will  kill  him  first.” 

Then  the  brave  boy  hurled  himself  into  the 
suiging  throng,  and  urged  his  way  toward  the 
open  door  of  the  bank.  Clem  was  clo-e  at  his 
.-ide.  and  both  grasped  their  revolvers  lightly, 
resolved  to  sell  their  lives  dearly  if  matters 
came  to  the  worst.  Their  identity  was  not  dis¬ 
covered.  however,  by  those  around  them,  who 
evidently  took  them  for  men  of  their  own  stamp. 
Across  the  street  and  up  the  steps  they  forced 
their  way,  and  presently  found  themselves  in  the 
counting-room  of  the  bank.  Here  were  a  lot  of 
men  overturning  desks,  pulling  out  drawers,  and 
rifling  the  small  safes  that  Stood  about,  another 
party  being  engaged  in  making  a  fruitless  at¬ 
tempt  to  force  the  vault.  The  banker  had  evi¬ 
dently  escaped,  for  he  was  not  to  be  seen,  and 
the  villains,  baffled  in  the  attempt  to  make  him 
divulge  the  combination,  were  endeavoring  to 
open  the  vault  without  that  assistance. 

"We  must  go  upstairs,”  whispered  Bob;  “that 
is  where  we  saw  the  poor  girl.” 


A  scream  from  above  attracted  the  atteniior 
of  the  two  boys  at  this  moment,  and  th°v  left 
the  counting-room  and  darted  toward  the  narrow 
rcn.  *•  leading  to  the  rooms  on  the  upper  floor 
Bob  was  ahead,  and  on  reaching  the  second  floor. 

open  the  first  door  he  came  to,  discover¬ 
ing  apartment  with  bed  disordered,  and 
mces  of  a  struggle.  Clem  had  opened 


jng  a  sj 
the  eVi 
the  doo 
and  he 
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yf  thf*  next  room,  w'hich  faced  the  street 
once  shouted  to  Bob: 

■»ey  are;  hurry  up!” 


Bob  hear*!  him,  and  darted  out  into  the  hall¬ 
way,  Ci'-m  having,  in  the  meantime,  disappeared. 
TI  <-re  v„eT<-  tw'o  front  rooms,  and  not  knowing 
whirr  one  Clr-m  ha/1  entered,  Bob  listened  for  a 
moment,  hoping  to  hear  something  which  would 
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guije  him  to  Miss  Laurens.  Su  Idenly  one  ol 
the  doors  opened,  and  Hawley  Trask  appeared, 
bearing  the  unconscious  form  of  Lida  in  his  arms. 
Bob  sprang  forward,  with  a  cry  of  rage  upon  iiis 
lips,  and  Trask  recognized  him  by  the  light  which 
came  from  the  open  door.  At  the  same  moment 
Clem  came  rushing  out  and  seized  Trask  oy  the 
throat.  He  let  fall  his  precious  burden,  and  Bob 
was  about  to  raise  the  poor  girl  in  his  arms, 
when  there  came  a  sudden  rush  from  behind.  At 
the  same  time  a  strong  smell  of  smoke  and  flames 
came  up  from  below,  the  air  being  hot  and 
stiking.  Then  a  terrible  crash  was  heard  fol¬ 
lowed  by  the  sound  of  triumphant  shouts  The 
outlaws  had  broken  into  the  vault.  Bob  stooped 
to  raise  Lida  from  the  floor,  when  he  was  sud¬ 
denly  dragged  over  backward  and  pinioned.  Be¬ 
fore  he  could  struggle  to  his  feet,  a  gag  was 
thrust  into  his  mouth,  and  a  heavy  woolen  muf¬ 
fler  bound  about  his  eyes. 

“The  place  is  on  fire!”  hissed  a  voice  which  he 
thought  he  remembered,  and  then  he  was  sud¬ 
denly  lifted  up  and  borne  hurriedly  away. 

Clem,  meanwhile,  had  thrown  Trask  to 
floor,  but  now  the  newcomers  rushed  upon 
and  he  was  seized  before  he  could  escape. 

“Kill  ’em  both!”  hissed  a  voice,  and  Clem 
ognized  the  gypsy  woman,  who  by  some  means 
bad  joined  the  outlaws  in  the  town,  and  was  once 
more  on  hand  to  wreak  all  the  evil  of  which  her 
base,  cruel  nature  was  capable. 

Clem  was  blindfolded  and  hurraed  away  before 
he  could  see  what  disposiiion  wa.s  made 'of  Miss 
Lauiens,  and  then,  the  smoke  and  flames  having 
greatly  increased  in  volume,  the  hallway  was 
presently  deserted.  The  vault  had  been  forced, 
and  half  a  dozen  small  iron-bound  chests,  weigh¬ 
ing  perhaps  one  hundred  pounds  apiece,  taken 
out.  These  were  carried  away  by  order  of  Mose 
Myers  to  a  place  of  security,  and  the  work  of 
wrecking  the  bank  building  proceeded  with.  The 
fiBiceness  of  the  flames  soon  drove  the  crowd  to 
seek  safer  quarters,  and  a  few  moments  after¬ 
ward  the  roof  fell  in  with  a  crash. 

“To  the  post  office!”  cried  the  leaders,  and 
away  rushed  the  mob,  intent  on  securing  mrre 
plunder. 

Occasionally  a  shot  would  be  fired  from  some 
house  which  the  inmates  had  securely  locked,  and 
where  they  had  retreated,  determined  to  defend 
themselves,  but  the  loss  of  an  outlaw  or  so  was 
not  noticed,  and  on  swept  the  crowd,  seeking  a 
more  lucrative  hunting  ground  than  a  private 
house.  The  town  was  truly  beset,  and  it  would 
fare  ill  with  the  inhabitants  unless  help  speedily 
arrived. 


CHAPTER  fx. — To  the  Rescue. 

■Bob  and  Clem  were  once  more  in  the  power  of  { 
their  enemies.  Lida  Laurens  had  been  captured 
by  Trask,  the  bank  had  been  robbed,  and  Lau¬ 
rens  had  disappeared.  It  seemed  as  if  the  vil¬ 
lains  were  to  be  successful  at  every  point,  ami  all 
that  Bob  had  gone  through  that  night  wa.s  to 
count  for  nothing.  The  two  boys  were  taken  to 
quite  a  distance,  as  it  seemed,  and  when  tho  J 
cloths  were  taken  from  their  eyes,  found  them¬ 
selves  in  a  cellar,  in  the  presence  of  Myers,  Trask, 
Gypsy  Bess,  Indian  Jack  and  half  a  dozen  cut- 
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■  throats,  all  of  whom  regarded  them  with  looks 
of  the  bitterest  hate.  They  were  placed  upon  a 
1  stone  bench,  with  their  backs  to  the  wall,  and 
r  then  stout  chains  were  passed  about  their  bodies 
and  secured  to  staples  behind  them. 

“Now,”  said  Myers,  “we’ll  leave  ’em  here  to  rot, 
for  3s  soon  as  the  ceremony  is  over  we  won’t  care 
what  becomes  of  ’em;  but  we  don’t  want  no  in¬ 
terference  till  the  thing  is  done.” 

“Have  you  got  the  parson?”  asked  Trask. 

“Yes,  and  the  witnesses;  so  there’ll  be  no 
trouble  about  that.” 

“D’ye  hear?”  hissed  the  gypsy  woman,  turning 
to  Bob.  “There  is  going  to  be  a  wedding  in  this 
house  to-night.” 

“I  am  going  to  marry  the  rich  Lida  Laurens,” 
added  Trask,  and  then  we’re  going  to  Europe  to 
live  in  style,  while  your  unclaimed  bones  are  rot¬ 
ting  in  this  hidden  place.” 

Bob  could  not  answer,  of  course,  being  gagged, 
but  he  looked  unutterable  -things  at  the  villain, 
and  tugged  vainly  to  break  his  chains. 

“As  far  as  the  other  young  fellow  is  concern¬ 
ed,”  remarked  Myers,  “we  might  let  him  go  for 
a  consideration,  and  provided  the  governor  will 
come  down  handsome.” 

“No,  no;  no  ransom!”  hissed  Bess.  “They  must 
both  die!  I  hate  Josiah  Hammond’s  brat,  and  will 
avenge  myself  op  him  for  the  wrongs  done  me  by 
his  father.  Indian  Jack  will  not  let  me  forego 
my  vengeance.” 

Clem  remembered  that  his  father  had  been  in¬ 
strumental  in  bringing  the  half-breed  to  punish¬ 
ment  for  some  offense  committed  about  a  year 
previous,  although  lie  did  not  see  what  connec- 
, —  tion  there  was  between  him  and  the  gypsy.  The 
man  himself  furnished  the  clue. 

“Indeed,  I  Won’t,  mother,”  said  he.  “The  red 
blood  in  my  veins  is  full  of  hatred  toward  him. 
Indian  Jack  never  forgives.” 

“You  are  a  true  son  of  the  gypsy  to-  say  so!” 
hissed  Bess.  “And  both  the  youths  shall  die!” 

Gypsy  Bess  was  Jack’s  mother,  then?  And 
that  was  why  she  was  so  eager  to  avenge  him 
earlier  that  night— a  circumstance  which  Bob  now 
remembered. 

“All  right,  old  woman,”  laughed  Myers;  “it’s 
just  as  you  like.  We’ll  have  money  enough  with¬ 
out  Hammond’s.  Them  boxes  are  got  a  fortune 
in  ’em  for  us.” 

“You  haven’t  opened  ’em  yet,”  remarked  Trask. 

“That’ll  be  easy  enough.” 

“Well,  as  long  as  the  parson  has  been  sent  for, 
let’s  get  away  from  here  and  leave  these  two 
lively  young  fellows  to  their  fate.  Reckon  they 
won’t  give  us  any  more  trouble.” 

The  outlaws  then  left  the  cellar,  leaving  My¬ 
ers,  Trask  and  Bess  with  £he  boys. 

“This  ’ere  is  a  nice  healthy  spot,”  laughed 
Mose.  “When  they’s  a  freshet  the  water  sets 
back  yer;  and  if  ye  ain’t  drowned,  they’s  a  nice 
smell  what  stays  behind,  and  if  ye’re  fond  o’ 
chills  and  fever,  ye’ll  have  all  ye  like.” 

“Better  leave  a  pan  of  charcoal  for  them  to 
breathe  the  fumes  of,”  hissed  the  gypsy  woman. 

“Come  away,  you  hag!”  cried  Trask,  seizing  her 
by  the  arm,  while  Myers  took  down  the  dingy 
lantern  suspended  from  the  ceiling,  this  being  the 
only  light  the  place  afforded,  and  moving  toward 
the  door,  he  said; 


“Corne  along,  Bess;  ye  can’t  do  no  good  here. 
They  ain’t  no  danger  of  the  boys  getting  away.” 

Then  all  three  went  away,  the  heavy  oaken 
door  which  guarded  the  place  slamming  behind 
them  with  a  dull  thud.  Then  came  the  rattling 
of  bolts,  the  sound  of  retreating  footsteps,  and 
the  distant  echoes  of  brutal  laughter,  and  then 
all  was  still.  The  boys  were  in  total  darkness, 
bound  hand  and  foot,  and  chained  to  the  wall  in 
a  living  tomb.  They  could  not  speak  to  each 
other;  could  see  nothing,  and  were  as  much  apart 
as  though  miles  of  solid  rock  had  separated 
them.  Had  they  been  able  to  hold  converse,  one 
with  the  other,  their  hearts  might  have  been 
cheered,  but  the  villains  had  denied  them  this, 
well  knowing  how  grateful  the  sound  of  the  hu¬ 
man  voice  would  be  in  such  a  place.  Bob  tried  to 
displace  his  gag,  finding  that  his  efforts  only 
caused  him  more  pain,  and  made  the  accomplish¬ 
ment  of  his  wishes  more  difficult,  he  presently 
refrained  from  the  fruitless  attempt. 

Clem  tried  to  speak,  but  he  only  choked  him¬ 
self,  and  so  gave  up  what  seemed  to  be  a  hope¬ 
less  task.  '  Whatever  tumult  might  have  been 
going  on  above  them,  not  a  sound  reached  their 
ears  in  this  horrible  place,  which  seemed  indeed 
the  last  resting-place  of  the  dead.  The  air  was 
heavy  with  mephitic  gases,  and  little  by  little 
the  boys  felt  that  their  senses  were  being  stolen 
away,  and  that  before  long  they  would  sink  un¬ 
conscious  upon  the  stone  benches.  This  was  the 
worst  plight  that  they  had  yet  found  themselves 
in,  and  it  would  be  well  indeed  if  they  escaped. 

There  seemed  no  hope  of  this,  however,  for 
their  friends  would  not  know  where  to  look  for 
them,  even  if  they  knew  what  had  befallen  them. 
Bob  was  fast  becoming  unconscious  from  breath¬ 
ing  the  noxious  vapors  of  the  place,  when  he 
suddenly  heard  a  sound  like  the  blow  of  a  sledge 
hammer  upon  a  stone.  The  sound  was  dull,  as  if 
produced  at  a  distance,  and  the  boy  concluded 
that  it  must  be  some  disturbance  in  the  street 
overhead  that  he  heard.  The  sound  was  repeated 
again  and  again,  each  time  more  distinct,  and 
Bob  at  last  became  conscious  of  some  disturb- 
once  in  the  atmosphere  as  though  the  air  of  the 
dungeon  had  been  agitated.  The  sound  was  re¬ 
peated,  this  time  louder  than  before.  Then  came 
a  crash  as  though  one  of  the  huge  stones  forming 
the  wall  of  the  cellar  had  given  way.  The  air, 
too,  seemed  much  more  easy  to  breathe,  as  though 
a  fresh  supply  had  been  let  in.  While  Bob  was 
wondering  what  had  happened,  he  saw  a  faint 
gleam  of  light  steal  into  vthe  place,  and  then 
heard  the  sound  of  footsteps  as  though  some  one 
had  entered. 

Then  he  saw,  dimly,  the  form  of  a  man  grop¬ 
ing  along  the  walls,  evidently  searching  for  some¬ 
thing.  Who  could  it  be?  Was  it  one  of  the  out¬ 
laws  who  had  returned  for  the  purpose  of  mur¬ 
dering  him?  The  poor  boy  scarcely  dared  to 
breathe  for  fear  that  he  should  betray  himself. 
Nearer  and/nearer  came  the  man,  and  Bob’s  heart 
sank  within  him.  Then  he  suddenly  turned  off 
and  kept  along  the  wall,  each  moment  getting 
farther  away.  Bob  was  about  to  utter  a  silent 
benediction,  when  the  man  spoke. 

“Mighty  funny  I  can’t  find  dem  boys,”  he  said. 
“I  could  swar  dat  dis  was  de  place.” 

Pete!  Yes,  it  was,  indeed,  the  faithful  darky, 
risen  from  the  dead,  as  it  seemed,  to  rescue  them 
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from  t'  eir  newest  peril.  .  Bob's  heart  gave  a 
great  bound.  His  tear  now  was  that  Pete  would 
iro  away  without  having  discovered  them.  Oh, 
for  the  power  to  speak,  just  for  an  instant, 
though  he  remained  speechless  forever  after. 

“Is  ye  heah,  boss?  Mars  Clem,  is  you  heah ?” 

There  was  no  answer,  and  then  Clem  stamped 
his  feoj.  rattled  his  chains,  and  tried  to  utter  a 
scream.  Pete  heard  the  sound  and  retreated  to¬ 
ward  the  light.  The  boy’s  heart  sank.  The  de¬ 
voted  fellow  quickly  returned,  however,  bearing 
a  lantern,  and  it  was  but  a  moment  before  he 
discovered  the  hapless  situation  of  his  two  young 
friends. 

“Bress  yer  hearts,  I’m  glad  to  see  ye!”  he  ex¬ 
claimed.  “And  I’ll  git  ye  out  ob  dis  in  a  jiffy.” 


CHAPTER  X. — Bob  Is  Puzzled. 

The  first  thing  Pete  did  was  to  remove  the 
gags  from  the  mouths  of  the  two  boys  and  cut 
-the  cords  securing  their  hands  and  feet. 

“Wait  a  minute,  boss,”  he  then  said,  and  put¬ 
ting  down  the  lantern,  he  picked  up  a  sledge¬ 
hammer,  and  with  a  couple  of  sturdy  blows 
smashed  the  chains  which  held  them  to  the  wall. 

“How  did  you  get  away  at  the  time  of  the  ex¬ 
plosion?”  asked  Bob. 

“Why,  I  jis’  clung  on  to  de  sleepers  when  I 
went  down,  an’  de  ’splosion  went  ober  my  head; 
den,  as  I  couldn’t  see  nuffin  ob  yer,  I  went  on  to 
de  town.” 

“But  how  did  you  find  us  in  this  place?” 

“Why,  you  see,  boss,  I  was  at  de  bank  when 
dev  busted  it,  an’  I  got  de  ole  man  away  an’  was 
goin’  fo  de  young  lady,  but  was  too  late.” 

“Mr.  Laurens  is  safe,  then?” 

“Guess  so;  least  he  was  when  I  left.  When  I 
git  back  I  saw  de  bank  cotch  fire,  and  follered 
youse  boys  to  dis  house  and  hid  in  de  suller.” 

“In  this  cellar?” 

“Xo;  in  anodder  one;  but  I  got  de  bearings  ob 
dis,  and  when  dem  fellahs  go  away,  I  broke  froo. 
De  y  was  a  lot  ob  burglars’  tools  in  dere,  and  I 
jis’  tooked  a  sledge  and  busted  in  one  ob  de 
stones.” 

“You  came  in  good  time,  for  we  would  have 
been  smothered  in  a  few  minutes.” 

“ Y as,  dey’s  a  hole  ober  yonder  where  de  water 
comes  up,  and  dey  say  dat  dey’s  dead  men  down 
dere,  and  dat’s  what  makes  it  smell  so  bad.” 

“Well,  let  us  get  out  as  soon  as  possible.” 

“Where  do  ye  want  to  go,  boss?” 

“Anywhere  out  of  the  reach  of  these  villains.” 

“You  had  better  stay  right  in  dis  house.” 

“Why?” 

“  ’Cause  dey’s  goin’  to  be  a  weddin’,  and  you 
want  to  stop  it.” 

“You  have  heard,  then?” 

“Yas,  I  hears  eberyt’ing.” 

“We  must  get  out  of  this  cellar,  then,  at  once.” 

“So  we  must.” 

Contrary  to  Bob’s  expectations,  however,  Pete 
did  rot  lead  the  way  to  the  place  where  he  had 
mt^T'  d,  and  Bob  a  Iced  him  the  reason. 

“Waal,  vou  see,  arter  I  dropped  to  dcse  fel¬ 
lah'  doin  n,  I  couldn’t  get  into  de  house,  so  I 
dropped  into  fie  suller,  and  it’s  too  high  to  drop 
feu  k  again.” 


“Then  we  must  make  our  way  through  th< 
house  ?” 

“Dat’s  it  exactly.” 

“But  the  door  is  of  oak  and  fastened  on  tin 
other  side.” 

“Anil  I’ve  got  burglars’  tools  to  open  it  wif.” 

Pete  went  into  the  other  cellar  for  a  few  mo 
ments,  returning  with  a  jimmy,  center-bit,  drills 
and  other  implements  in  his  arms.  Placing  th< 
lantern  on  the  stone  floor,  he  attacked  one  o 
the  great  iron  hinges,  and  before  long  had  drille< 
a  hole  through  it  and  into  the  wood  beyond.  B; 
aid  of  the  jimmy  he  pried  it  off,  and  then  at 
tacked  the  other  in  like  manner.  In  ten  minute; 
the  door  was  off  its  hinges,  and  then  the  jimnr 
was  brought  into  play  again,  and  the  passage  wa; 
cleared.  Leaving  ail  the  tools  but  the  sledge 
hammer  behind,  and  giving  the  lantern  to  Bob 
Pete  now  led  them  up  a  flight  of  slimy  stone  step; 
to  a  door  which  completely  barred  the  way.  Th< 
big  negro  examined  the  lock  for  an  instant,  an< 
then  demolished  it  with  one  blow  of  the  hammer 

“Softly  now,”  wdiispered  Bob;  “we  don’t  knov 
but  what  that  blow  was  heard.” 

Clem  pushed  the  door  open  a  few  inches,  an< 
looked  along  a  narrow  passage  some  twenty  fee 
in  extent. 

“All  right,”  he  whispered;  “go  ahead,  Bob.” 

Bob  needed  no  second  invitation,  and  all  threi 
entered  the  passage  upon  which  two  doors  open 
ed,  one  at  the  end  and  the  other  upon  one  sid< 
about  halfway  down.  There  was  no  light  excep 
that  afforded  by  the  lantern,  and  motioning  t< 
his  comrades  to  pause,  Bob  crept  forward  t< 
reconnoiter.  The  door  at  the  end  of  the  passagi 
doubtless  led  to  the  street,  but  he  must  be  sur< 
of  this  before  he  called  his  friend.  He  hai 
reached  the  side  door,  when  he  heard  some  on< 
within  sobbing  bitterly. 

“Great  heavens,  can  that  be  Lida?”  he  askei 
himself. 

On  the  impulse  of  the  moment  he  tried  the  doo 
and  found  it  locked.  Peering  through  the  key 
hole,  he  saw  that  the  room  held  but  one  occii 
pant.  This  was  a  young  lady  whose  face  wa: 
turned  away  from  him. 

“Lida!” 

He  whispered  this  one  word  through  the  key 
hole.  The  effect  was  astonishing.  The  youni 
lady  turned,  and,  springing  to  her  feet,  boundei 
toward  the  door. 

“Bob,  dear  Bob,  you  have  come  to  save  me?’ 
she  cried. 

“Yes;  open  the  door.” 

“I  cannot — it  is  locked,  and  Hawley  Trask  hai 
taken  the  key.” 

“Wait  a  moment,  and  I  will  release  you.” 

Hurrying  back  to  where  his  friends  were  aw/ 
ing  him,  Bob  hastily  informed  them  of  the  <j  • 
dition  of  affairs.  / 

“I  fix  dat,  and  get  de  lady  out  ob  trouble,” 

Pete. 

Hastening  below  for  the  jimmy,  he  soon  return 
ed,  and  in  a  few  minutes  pried  open  the  door 
Bob  sprang  past  him,  and  in  a  moment  Lida  waj 
clasped  in  his  strong,  brave  arms. 

“Take  me  away,  Bob!”  cried  the  beautiful  girl 
“take  mo  away  from  that  villain  Trask.  Thej 
are  going  to  force  me  to  marry  him.” 

“We  will  leave  this  instant,  my  own,  my  pre 
cious  one.” 
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At  that  moment,  however,  there  came  a  warn¬ 
ing  from  without.  „ ,  ...  . 

“Skip  out,  boss!”  hissed  Pete;  de  fellahs  is 

coming  back.” 

Even  then  the  door  at  the  end  of  the  passage 
was  being  opened.  Clem  and  Pete  flew  down  the 
passage  and  hid  on  the  cellar  stairs  behind  the 
door,  there  being  no  other  refuge.  Bob  would 
not  leave  Lida,  being  resolved  to  die  in  her  de- 

■fAncip  i-f 

“You  must  not-  be  seen,”  she  whispered.  “You 
can  assist  me  yet.  I  have  a  plan  which  may 
prove  successful.” 

“Then  you  must  hide  me.” 

“That  closet  yonder;  it  vTill  just  hold  you.” 

There  wa's  a  small  closet  upon  one  side  of  the 
room,  and  Lida  threw  open  the  door  of  this  at 
the  instant  that  footsteps  were  heard  outside. 
Bob  popped  inside,  and  the  door  was  closed. 
Those  without,  not  perceiving  that  the  door  had 
been  tampered  with,  took  some  little  time  to  open 
it,  and  this  gave  Bob  an  opportunity  to  conceal 
himself.  He  had  hardly  done  so,  however,  when 
Hawley  Trask,  Myers,  Gypsy  Bess  and  a  man 
dressed  in  seedy  black  entered  the  room. 

“Well,”  sneered  Trask,  “are  you  ready  to  marry 
me?” 

Bob  listened  eagerly,  and  then,  veiy  much  to 
his  consternation,  came  the  answer: 

“I  am!” 


CHAPTER  XI.— The  Wedding  Does  Not  Occur. 

t  V 

To  say  that  Bob  was  astonished  at  Lida’s  an- 
~  swer  would  be  stating  the  case  only  mildly.  He 
could  scarcely  believe  the  evidence  of  his  senses. 
It  could  not  be  possible  that  Lida  would  be  false 
to  him,  and  yet  she  had  answered  readily  and 
firmly,  and  had  willingly  consented  to  the  mar¬ 
riage  with  Trask.  It  was  all  he  could  do  to  pre¬ 
vent  himself  from  crying  out  and  protesting 
against  the  sacrifice.  However,  he  was  anxious 
to  know  what  would  follow,  and  so  he  held  his 
peace. 

“So,  so,  you  have  come  to  your  senses,  have 
you?”  laughed  Trask.  “Well,  since  you  are  ready, 
let  us  proceed  to  business  at  once.” 

“Have  you  got  a  ring?”  asked  Lida. 

“No.” 

“Go  and  get  it  and  allow  me  a  little  time  to 
arrange  my  dress.  Nobody  wants  to  be  married 
looking  like  this.” 

Trask  laughed  and  then  entered  into  a  whis¬ 
pered  consultation  with  his  friends,  the  purport 
of  which  Bob  could  not  hear. 

“It’s  all  right,”  he  heard  the  man  say  at  length. 
l<You  can’t  get  away,  and  you  are  safe  enough.” 

(Then  Bob  heard-the  sound  of  retreating  foot¬ 
steps,  and  quite  a  long  silence  followed.  He  was 
about  to  open  the  door  softly  and  peer  out,  when 
it  was  opened  for  him,  and  Lida  herself  appeared 
before  hipi.  She  had  thrown  off  her  outer  skirts, 
and  these  she  held  in  her  hand,  together  with  a 
long  veil  and  a  bonnet. 

“Put  these  on,”  she  said  hastily.  “You  must 
impersonate  the  bride.  That  wil£  give  time  for 
your  friends  to  help  me,  for  when  you  go  away 
I  will  be  left  here  and  can  summon  aid.” 

“They  are  in  the  house,”  cried  Bob,  “and  you 


have  only  to  go  to  the  end  of  the  passage  to  find 
them.” 

“Hurry,”  whispered  Lida;  “even  now  the  vil¬ 
lain  may  be  coming  back.” 

Bob  threw  oft'  his  jacket  and  waistcoat,  put  on 
the  skirts  which  the  young  lady  had  ^discarded, 
and  which  she  secured,  though  they  were  rather 
a  tight  fit  for  him.  Then,  putting  on  the  bonnet 
and  drawing  the  veil  closely  about  his  head,  our 
hero  looked  for  all  the  world  like  a  young,  lady 
in  deep  distress. 

“Hurry  out  and  find  Clem  and  Pete,”  he  cried; 
and  Lida  went  out  into  the  hall,  the  door  having 
been  left  unlocked,  thoug'h  in  its  present  condi¬ 
tion  that  would  have  made  but  little  difference. 

Hardly  had  Lida  disappeared  before  steps  were 
heard  approaching.  Bob  threw'  himself  upon  a 
chair,  and  when  Trask  entered  was  weeping  bit¬ 
terly. 

“What’s  the  matter  now?”  growled  the  villain. 
“Are  you  going  back  on  your  promise?” 

“No!”  sobbed  the  pretended  young  lady. 

“What  ails  you  then?” 

“My  poor  father!” 

“He’s  all  right,”  grunted  Myers.  “He  got  away, 
and  we  can’t  find  him.”  \ 

“We  won’t  hurt  him,  anyhow,”  added  Trask, 
“now  that  you  are  going  to  be  my  wife.” 

Bob  looked  up  and  saw,  through  the  meshes  of 
the  veil,  Trask,  Myers,  Indian  Jack,  Gypsy  Bess 
and  a  disreputable-looking  man  dressed  in  black. 

“Who  is  this  gentleman?”  he  asked,  suppress¬ 
ing  a  sob. 

“The  minister.  It’s  all  right — he’s  a  regular 
parson.  I  want  the  thing  to  be  regular,  you  know. 
This  is  no  mock  affair,  but  a  regular  bona  fide 
wedding.” 

“Oh!* 

“And  here’s  the  ring,”  said  Myers,  producing 
a  heavy  band  of  gold,  too  big  even  for  Bob’s 
largest  finger.  “It’£  more  than  a  fit,  I  know, 
’cause  my  hands  are  big,  but  I  let  the  happy  man 
have  it,  being  as  it  was  gold,  and  no  other  handy.” 

The  minister,  a  sort  of  renegade  parson/  who 
had  been  dismissed  from  his  church  in  the  East 
for  certain  irregularities  in  connection  with  the 
funds  of  the  body,  now  came  forward  and  pro¬ 
duced  a  dog’s-eared  and  very  much  thumbed 
prayerbook. 

“Who  is  the  bridegroom  on  this  solemn  occa¬ 
sion?”  he  asked,  in  a  rasping  voice. 

“Hawley  Trask.” 

“H’m!  very  good.  And  who  is  the  other  con¬ 
tracting  party?”  v 

“Lida  Laurens,”  answered  Trask. 

“Is  the  young  lady  of  a  suitable  age  to  under¬ 
stand  the  gravity  of  the  contract  she  is  about  to 
enter  into  ?  ”  _ 

“Yes,”  answered  Bob,  with  a  sniffle. 

“And  you  do  so  of  your  own  free  will?” 

“Yes.” 

“Not  against  it?” 

“No.” 

“Then  let  us  proceed.” 

“Won’t  you  raise  your  veil?”  asked  Trask,  as 
he  took  Bob’s  hand  and  led  him  forward. 

“No,  please — no,  not  yet,”  sobbed  Bob,  and 
Trask  desisted. 

The  two  stood  up  together  in  front  of  the  chim¬ 
ney,  and  the  clergyman  began  the  ceremony.  Ha 
first  made  a  canting  prayer  in  a  whining  voice, 
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jltv:  t  en,  after  blessing  all  hands  and  extolling 
his  own  virtues,  said: 

-Haw  ey  Trask,,  do  you  take  this  woman  Lida 
Lauivn>.  to  be  your  wife,  and  will  you  always 
love  and  cherish  her?” 

*1  do  and  1  will,”  answered  Hie  w’retch,  in  tri¬ 
umphant  tones. 

“And  do  you,”  asked  the  minister,  looking  at 
Bob,  “accept  this  man  as  your  husband,  and 
promise  to  love  and  obey  him  as  long  as  you 
BiTe?”  , 

Bob  nodded,  and  the  man  took  the  ring,  and 
slipping  it  over  one  of  Bob’s  lingers,  said  in  a 
harsh  voice: 

“Then  1  pronounce  you  man  and  wife,  and  what 


“Never  mind  that,”  dried  Trask;  “there’s  no 
danger  of  anybody  separating  us.” 

Then,  throwing  his  arm  about  Bob’s  shoulders, 
he  was  about  to  pull  aside  the  veil  and  kiss  his 
supposed  bride.  Bob  resisted,  and  Trask  storm¬ 
ed.  Then  Bob  heard  a  sound  at  the  door,  and 
with  a  laugh  he  threw  aside  the  veil  himself. 

“Fooled!”  he  shouted. 

“What  in  thunder  does  this  mean?” 

“Bob  Farmer,  as  I  live!” 

“Tricked,  by  all  that’sr  false!” 

“Sold!”  cried  Bob,  hurriedly  extricating  him- 
seii  from  the  garments  he  had  assumed,  and  mak¬ 
ing  a  bolt  for  the  door. 

“Stop  him!”  hissed  Trask. 

Indian  Jack  barred  the  way,  revolver  in  hand, 
but  Bob  gave  him  a  left-hander  under  the  chin, 
and  sent  him  reeling.  The  minister  tried  to  stop 
the  boy  also,  but  Bob  tripped  him  up  and  sent 
him  flying  across  the  room.  Then  came  the  re¬ 
port  of  a  pistol.  The  half-breed’s  w’eapon  had 
been  discharged  in  his  fall,  one  of  the  balls  en¬ 
tering  his  side.  Instantly  all  wTas  confusion. 

“I  .am  shot!”  hissed  Jack,  and  then  he  fell  back, 
gasping  convulsively. 

Myers  sprang  forward  to  intercept  Bob,  but 
by  that  time  our  hero  had  reached  the  door  and 
flung  it  open.  Trask  remained  behind  to  look 
after  Indian  Jack,  but  Myers,  intent  on  stopping 
Bob.  flew  after  him.  In  the  hall  he  suddenly 
cam face  to  face  with  the  big  negro.  Pete  rais¬ 
ed  one  fist  and-dealt  a  blow  which,  had  it  fallen, 
would  have  broken  the  villain’s  skull.  Myers 
dropped  to  the  floor,  and  the  blow  struck  the  pan¬ 
el  of  the  door  and  split  it  from  top  to  bottom. 

“Come!”  cried  Bob,  catching  Lida  in  his  arms. 
•We  have  no  time  to  lose.” 

Cl**m  threw  open  the  street  door,  and  they  all 
passed  out,  leaving  Pete  to  cover  their  retreat. 

He  quickly  followed,  and  in  a  moment  they  were 
al.  hurrying  down  the  street.  They  could  still 
hear  the  sound  of  firearms  and  the  shouts  of  the 
struggl.ng  combatants,  and  see  the  flames  of 
burning 

“This  way,”  said  Pete,  and  they  all  hastened 
off  toward  the  station,  glad  to  have  escaped  with 
••their  lives. 


CHAPTFR  XII- — The  Fate  of  an  Outlaw. 

After  the  escape  of  the  bovs,  Myers  returned 
to  *  <-  n^ra  where  he  had  left  his  friends.  The 
Wkifi  iter  v  a a  sitting  on  the  floor  stanching,  with 
a  very  d;rty  and  ragged  handkerchief,  the  flow 


of  blood  from  his  nose,  that  useful  member  hav¬ 
ing  come  in  violent  contact  with  the  floor.  Haw¬ 
ley  Trask  was  sitting  by  the  tabie,  moody  and 
silent,  a  revolver  in  his  hand  and  his  face  ex¬ 
pressing  deep  chagrin.  On  the  floor,  rigid  and 
still,  lay  the  body  of  the  half-breed,  blood  slowly 
oozing  from  a  hole  in  the  side.  Over  him  bent 
the  gypsy  woman,  her  face  pale  and  haggard,  her 
eyes  darting  fire,  her  lips  tightly  closed,  and  her 
fingers  working  convulsively. 

“He  is  dead!”  she  shrieked  at  last,  after  gaz¬ 
ing  fiercely  at  the  man’s  face.  “My  poor  boy 
has  been  killed!  Vengeance  upon  those  who  have 
done  this!  My  hate  blast  and  wither  their  lives! 
My  curse  fall  upon  them,  the  curse  of  Cain  fol¬ 
low-  and  fall  on  them!”  f 

“You  can’t  do  no  good  by  going  on  that  wTay, 
Bess;  it’s  too  late  now,”  said  Myers,  replacing 
his  weapon;  “and,  besides,  it  wur  an  accident.” 

“Curse  you,  Mose  Myers!”  snarled  the  angry 
nvoman.  “It  is  you  that  brought  this  upon  him. 
You  advised  him  to  do  this  out  of  madness.” 

“He  knowecl  his  own  mind,  didn’t  he  ?  He 
rvarn’t  no  chicken;  he  could  ha’  stayed  out  o’ 
the  game  if  he’d  wanted  to,  but  he  took  a  hand, 
and  this  is  what  came  of  it.  Twasn’t  no  one’s 
fault  but  his’n.” 

“Do  ye  mock  nje!”* shrieked  the  woman,  rising 
and  shaking  her  bony  finger  at  the  outlaw.  “I 
tell  you,  Mose  Myers,  outlaw  and  fugitive  from 
justice,  that  within  the  hour  you  will  lie  Here, 
cold  and  stiff  in  death!”  * 

Myers  grasped  his  revolver,  thinking,  perhaps, 
that  the  gypsy  woman  intended  to  attack  him, 
but  she  only  laughed  hoarsely  and  cried  bit-terly: 

“Oh,  ye  need  not  fear  me,  coward  and  villain! 
A  greater  power  than  mine  has  marked  you  for 
vengeance.  You  are  in  the  hands  of  fate — your 
star  has  descended  and  ruin  is  about  to  fall.  Do 
what  you  will,  you  cannot  escape!” 

“That’s  all  bosh!”  sneered  itlyers.  “My  time 
hain’t  come,  by  a  good  deal,  and  don’t  ye  forgit 
it!  I  ain’t  afraid  o’  no  old  woman’s  mutterings. 
Jack  killed  hisself — and,  anyhow,  I  didn’t;  so 
what  yer  barkin’  at?” 

“Mark  my  word,  all  of  ye!”  hissed  the  woman, 
turning  to  the  others  in  the  room,  “you  will  see 
this  man  a  corpse  within  the  hour!” 

Then,  without  deigning  to  say  more,  she  hur¬ 
ried  from  the  place,  leaving  the  dead  body  of 
Indian  Jack  lying  on  the  floor. 

“I  want  my  fee!”  whined  the  minister,  rising 
to  his  feet,  the  flow  of  blood  having  been*  stopped. 

“You  didn’t  carry  out  your  bargain,”  answered 

Trask. 

“I  performed  the  ceremony,  didn’t  I  ?  How 
was  I  to  know  it  wasn’t’  a  woman  ?  You  w^ere 
humbugged  yourself.” 

“Give  him  suthin’,  Hawdey,”  said  Myers;  “he 
deserves  it,  fast  enough.  He  acted  square  in  this 
yer  matter.” 

“I  haven’t  anything.  Pony  up  with  my  share 
of  the  plunder  and  I’ll  pay  him.  I  was  to  have 
something,  you  know’,  for  helping  you.” 

“So  you  was,  and  I  ain’t  goin’  to  go  back  on 
that.  Help  me  fetch  in  the  boxes,  and  we’ll  see 
what’s  in  them.” 

Myers  then  wenkto  another  room,  accompanied 
by  Trask  and  the  parson,  and  presently  returned, 
dragging  in  three  of  the  iron  chests  taken  from 

the  bank. 
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“They’re  locked,”  remarked  Myers,  as  he  exam¬ 
ined  one  of  them;  “and  there’s  a  regular  com¬ 
bination  to  ’em,  but  I  reckon  we’ve  got  tools 
what’ll  open  ’em.” 

Then  he  went  out  for  a  few  minutes,  return¬ 
ing  with  some  burglars’  tools,  with  which  he  at¬ 
tacked  one  of  the  boxes. 

“  ’Tis  easy  enough,”  he  muttered,  fingering  one 
of  the  lettered  knobs  on  one  of  the  boxes.  “See 
how  quick  I’ll  get  the  combination.” 

He  worked  at  it  intently  for  some  few  minutes, 
and  then  bent  his  head  closer  to  examine  it  and 
listen  for  some  sound  within. 

“Is  it  a  time  lock?”  asked  Trask. 

“No;  it’s  just  an  or’nary  combination  lock. 
I’ll  have  it  in  a  few  shakes.  H’m!  guess  I’ve  got 
it  now!” 

With  that  he  gave  the  knob  a  sharp  pull  out¬ 
ward.  As  Myers  pulled  down  the  knob,  a  small 
circular  slide  just  below  fell  down  with  a  click. 
Something  shot  out  of  the  opening  thus  dis¬ 
closed,  and  there  was  a  quick  flash  and  a  puff  of 
smoke.  Then  came  one  sharp  report,  and  Myers 
fell  backward  with  a  shriek. 

“The  thing  is  an  infernal  machine!”  cried  the 
minister.  “We  will  all  be  blown  to  eternity.” 

With  that,  he  hurried  from  the  room,  the  very 
picture  of  fear,  and  no  more  was  seen  of  him. 

“It’s  a  burglar  alarm  lock,  that’s  what  it  is,” 
muttered  Trask.  -“Why  didn’t  I  think  of  that? 
If  I  had  experimented  on  the  thing,  this  would 
not  have  happened.” 

Myers  had  not  moved  since  the  report,  and 
Trask  now  went  over  to  him.  He  lifted  him  up 
and  dragged  him  across  the  floor  to  the  chimney,' 
where  the  light  from  a  bracket  lamp  fell  full 
upon  his  face.  There  was  a  small  circular  hole 
in  the  center  of  his  forehead,  the  skin  being 
colored  blue  around  it. 

“He’s  got  a  bullet  square  in  his  brain.”  he 
muttered,  “and  if  he  gets  over  it,  I  shall  be 
greatly  surprised.” 

Then  he  put  one  hand  upon  the  outlaw’s  heart 
and  felt  of  his  pulse  with  the  other.  There  was 
not  the  slightest  motion,  either  at  the  heart  or 
the  wrist.  Mose  Myers  was  dead.  There  was  a 
pistol  lock  on  the  iron  chest,  and  he  had  explod¬ 
ed  it  in  his  effort?  to  open  it.  The  banker  had 
secured  his  treasures  more  securely  than  the  out¬ 
law,  cunning  as  he  was,  had  supposed.  The  at¬ 
tempt  to  open  the  chest  had  cost  him  his  life. 

“He’s  as  dead  as  a  mackerel,”  remarked  Trask 
sullenly,  as  he  released  the  dead  man’s  hand  and 
rose  to  his  feet. 

Then  he  thought  of  the  gypsy  woman’s  pre¬ 
diction.  Within  the  hour,  she  had  said,  they 
would  behold  Mose  Myers  a  corpse.  Scarcely  half 
of  that  time  had  elapsed,  and  the  warning  had 
come  true.  No  wonder  that  Trask  shuddered  as 
he  recalled  her  words  to  mind.  He  was  not  so 
hardened  in  vice  as  Myers  had  been,  and  this  in¬ 
cident  made  a  deep  impression  upon  his  mind. 

“My  God,  it  may  be  my  fate  to  be  the  next!” 
he  gasped.  “First,  the  half-breed,  then  Myers, 
and  then - ” 

He  could  not  finish  the  sentence,  for  he  was 
trembling  like  a  leaf. 

“Cheated  by  my  bride,  unable  to  obtain  the 
wealth  I  have  sought,  my  friends  taken  from  me, 
what  is  there  to  live  for  now?” 

Thus  he  mused,  as  he  stood  in  the  middle  of 


the  room,  gazing  abstractedly  around  him.  Sud¬ 
denly  he  regained  his  composure,  and  said,  with 
a  triumphant  laugh: 

“I’ll  open  the  chest  now,  for  it  can  do  me  no 
more  harm,  and  I’ll  cheat  the  old  fool  yet.  I 
haven’t  been  a  bank  cashier  for1  nothing,  and  I 
understand  these  things.  Ha!  I’ll  have  the  mon¬ 
ey  yet.  Yes,  and  in  spite  of  Bob  Farmer  and  all 
his  friends,  I’ll  carry  off  the  other  prize,  shoot 
me  if  I  don’t!” 

“Where  did  you  leave  Mr.  Laurens,  Pete?” 
asked  Bob  as  they  hurried  through  a  deserted 
street. 

“Close  by  de  station,  boss.  We’ll  be  dere  di¬ 
rectly.” 

When  they  came  to  the  station  they  found  the 
rioters  had  been  driven  off  by  the  militia.  Lida 
was  escorted  to  a  place  of  safety,  where  a  num¬ 
ber  of  the  citizens  had  already  sought  shelter. 
Pete  took  Clem  and  Bob  to  the  house  of  a  friend 
of  his.  Nearly  half  of  the  town  was  in  ruins. 
Bob  after  a  while  went  to  house  where  he  had 
observed  the  young  lady,  but  the  treasure  had 
been  removed.  Search  was  made  for  the  de¬ 
faulter,  but  nothing  was  learned  concerning  him. 

Next  day  the  agent  came  to  Bob  and  asked 
him  to  take  a  constuction  train  out  to  repair  the 
road.  Bob  heartily  consented. 


CHAPTER  XIII.— The  Attack. 

Two  days  after  the  quelling  of  the  riot  Bob 
left  Businessburgh  for  Babb’s  Bridge  in  charge 
of  the  construction  train,  accompanied  by  Clem 
and  Pete.  The  road  needed  repairing  in  many 
places,  and  at  certain  points  it  would  take  some 
time  to  put  up  what  had  been  thrown  down,  the 
bridge  at  No  Man’s  Crossing  being  an  instance. 
The  road  could  be  put  into  tolerable  order,  how¬ 
ever,  in  a  day  or  two,  or  perhaps  longer,  and 
passengers,  for  the  present,  could  be  taken  across 
the  river  by  the  old  bridge  until  a  new  one  was 
constructed,  trains  being  always  ready  to  con¬ 
nect  on  either  side. 

The  telegraph  had  already  been  repaired  so 
that  communication  could  be  had  all  along  the 
line  from  any  point,  and  workmen  had  started 
from  both  ends  of  the  road,  putting  up  two  ad¬ 
ditional  wires,  as  one  was  not  thought  sufficient 
m  case  of  accidents.  The  washout  in  the  Hollow, 
where  Lob  had  built  the  temporary  bridge,  was 
reached  along  in  the  afternoon  of  the  first  dav, 
and  the  workmen  went  to  filling  it  in  at  once, 
pumps  being  found  unnecessary.  The  work  would 
occupy,  it  was  soon  seen,  more  than  the  time  yet 
lemaining  before  dark,  and  preparations  were 
therefore  made  for  staying  on  the  ground  all 
night,  a  camp  being  formed  about  an  hour  before 
sunset,  and  a  couple  of  men  sent  off  to  the  near¬ 
est  town  to  buy  provisions.  The  work  went  on 
rapidly  but  night  came  at  last,  and  the  men 
knocked  oil  and  began  to  erect  shelters  of  boughs 
and  logs  in  order  to  pass  the  night  in  comfort, 
others  making  fires  at  which  to  prepare  the  eve¬ 
ning  meal. 

1  he  messengers  had  returned  with  coffee,  su¬ 
gar,  hardtack,  salt  pork  and  bacon,  and  a  barrel 
of  potatoes,  besides  kitchen  utensils,  so  that  there 
was  no  danger  of  their  starving.  Besides  this. 
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thp  wools  being:  full  of  game,  a  number  of  the 
best  shots  in  the  party  had  set  off  just  before 
daiic  and  returned  in  an  hour  with  a  black  bear, 
a  >core  of  rabbits,  a  dozen  brace  of  plump  part- 
r.  iges,  and  half  a  dozen  wild  turkeys.  What  with 
jte^ming  hot  coffee,  hard  bread,  broiled  partridge 
an  bear’>  >teak  and  bacon,  the  party  managed 
to  make  an  excellent  supper,  and  when  the  last 
crumbs  had  been  eaten  and  everything  put  to 
Tignts,  out  came  several  pipes,  and  smoking  was 
in  order. 

Bob  and  Clem  were  provided  with  bunks  in  the 
caboose,  and  after  supper  they  sat  on  the  plat¬ 
form  of  this  car,  smoking  and  talking  over  their 
a  {ventures.  Presently  Bob  saw  a  man  approach¬ 
ing  the  car  who  he  knew'  was  not  a  workman, 
the  men  being  now'  all  known  to  him  by  sight  and 
name,  and  he  called  out  to  the  fellow  to  know 
what  he  wanted. 

“Is  this  yer  an  excursion  train  or  a  camping- 
on:  party?”  asked  the  man,  coming  closer. 

“It  is  neither,  though  you  might  say  that  we 
are  camping  out.” 

“Looks  like  as  if  you  was  building  a  railroad.” 

“You’ve  hit  it,  my  friend,  though  we  are  not 
exactly  building  a  road;  we  are  repairing  one 
already  built.  Do  you  w*ant  a  job?” 

“Waal,  no;  at  least  not  one  o’  this  kind.  Tears 
to  me  ’at  folks  in  these  yer  parts  don’t  altogether’ 
like  the  idea  of  a  railroad,  and  if  I  was  ye,  I 
wouldn't  do  all  Ijjhis  work,  jest  to  have  it  torn 
up.  ye  don’t  know'  how  soon.” 

“Perhaps  you  wouldn’t,  my  man,  but  the  rail¬ 
road  has  come  here,  and  it’s  going  to  stay,  and 
it’  take  more  men  like  Mose  Myers  and  his 
crowd  than  you  can  raise  to  stop  it.”  • 

“Be  you  bossing  the  job?” 

“No;  I  am  running  the  engine,  but  I  know'  what 
I  am  talking  about.  If  you  want  to  know  who  I 
am.  I’ll  refer  you  to  Mr.  Ben  Babb,  and  you  can 
a~k  him  what  he  knows  about  Bob  Farmer.” 

“So  you’re  ‘Special’  Bob,  are  ye?  Waal,  I’ve 
1  ‘a  d  tell  of  ye.  Got  quite  a  lot  o’  men  to  w'ork, 
ha: n’t  ye?  Waal,  I  come  on  ye  quite  sudden  like, 
an’  I  guess  I’ll  get  ahead  now*.  Good  evenin’.” 

Then  the  fellow’  suddenly  disappeared  in  the 
wo  ms,  and  no£  even  his  footsteps  could  be  heard. 

“By  Jove,  do  you  know  what  I  think?”  cried 
Bob,  jumping  up.  “I  wish  I  had  stopped  that 
fe  low.  Hallo,  Pete!  Get  half  a  dozen  men  and 
a^  ucn  the  woods  for  the  man  that  was  here  a 
while  ago.” 

“What’s  the  matter?”  asked  Clem,  as  Pete  and 
the  men  began  hurrying  along  the  track  and  into 
tethe  wood-,  bearing  torches  in  their  hands. 

“I  believe  that  fellow  was  a  spy,  and  that, 


kn  ring  our  force,  he  has  gone  to  bring  a  great¬ 
er  one  to  clear  us  out.” 

Meanwhile,  Pete  and  the  men  were  beating  the 
b  h  unsuccessfully,  finding  no  trace  of  the  mys- 
U-  r,u-  stranger.  No  one  had  paid  particular  at- 
U'  n  to  the  man  except  Bob;  but  from  his  de- 
&  '  prion,  the  chief  engineer  of  the  party  knew 
Hb  to  be  a  man  that  had  formerly  given  hinp  a 
r  <mI  deal  of  trouble  when  the  road  was  first  laid 
p.  v  a  finally  determined  to  picket  the  camp 
watch  for  the  approach  of  tie  outlaws,  the 
iwo  k  being  left  as  it  w'as,  for  fear  that  the  men 
■rouM  too  much  fatigued  to  fight  if  matters 
eanae  to  the  worst.  Word  was  sent  through,  both 


W  Babb'  Bridge  and  Bu-dne-  burgh,  in  regard  to 


the  expected  trouble,  and  then  all  hands  waited 
for  the  climax. 

An  hour  passed,  and  then  another,  and  Bob 
was  beginning  to  regret  that  his  first  suggestion 
had  not  been  carried  out,  when  the  sound  of  fir¬ 
ing  was  heard,  and  shortly  afterward  three  or 
four  of  the  pickets  came  running  in,  saying  that 
they  had  been  attacked  by  a  large  party  of  out¬ 
law's,  led  by  the  man  that  Bob  had  talked  to. 

“Stand  firm,  my  men,”  cried  Bob,  “and  w'e’ll 
give  these  fellow’s  a  warm  reception!” 

Hardly  a  minute  had  elapsed  before,  with  a 
wild  yell,  there  burst  upon  the  little  band  fully 
half  a  hundred  ruffians  of  all  grades,  armed  anil 
desperate. 

“Fire!”  yelled  Bob,  “and  don’t  be  frightened  by 
the  noise  these  villains  make.” 

Indeed,  the  uproar  was  something  terrible,  and 
might  have  intimidated  braver  men  than  those 
w'ho  now’  rallied  around  Bob.  These  poured  an 
incessant  fire  uppn  the  outlaws,  who  had  reck¬ 
oned  on  gaining  an  easy  victory,  and  after  the 
lapse  of  about  five  minutes  they  suddenly  re¬ 
tired. 

“Don’t  give  them  a  chance  to  get  help!”  cried 
Bob.  “Follow  theem  up!” 

“You  got  the  best  of  me  once,”  hissed  the  man, 
“but  now  I  wall  be  even  with  you.  Lida  Laurens 
is  again  in  my  pow’er,  and  nothing  shall  take  her 
from  me.” 

“You  lie!”  hissed  Bob,  in  a  rage.  “Come  on,  if 
you  wish  to  fight  me,  for  I  am  as  anxious  as  you 
seem  to  be.” 

Both  men  then  rushed  at  each  other,  knife  in 
hand,  for  revolvers  were  at  a  discount  at  such 
short  range,  and  then  ensued  a  most  terrific  com¬ 
bat.  Trask  seemed  determined  to  have  Bob’s  life, 
ami  attacked  him  with  the  utmost  desperation. 
The  keen  blades  clashed  together  again  and  again, 
and  although  both  combatants  had  received  cuts, 
they  were  not  serious,  and  the  fight  was  by  no 
means  over.  Back  and  forth,  to  and  fro,  around 
and  around  they  circled,  thrusting,  piarrying, 
cutting  and  slashing,  both  fighting  as  though  their 
lives  depended  on  the  issue,  which  was  true 
enough  in  Bob’s  case. 

Meanw’hile,  the  conflict  between  the  outlaw’.* 
and  the  railroad  men  went  on  with  unabated 
vigor,  the  latter  seeming  to  be  not  equal  in 
strength  to  their  foes.  Suddenly,  however,  the 
shriek  of  an  engine  was  heard  not  far  aw'ay. 
Then  the  glare  of  the  headlight  could  be  seen 
lighting  up  the  dim  aisles  of  the  forest.  Help 
had  arrived  when  they  least  expected  it.  A  lusty 
shout  arose  from  Bob’s  party.  The  train  sud¬ 
denly  came  to  a  standstill,  and  two  score  brave 
felows  leaped  out  and  joined  their  friends. 

Trask  attacked  his  young  opponent  with  great¬ 
er  desperation  than  ever,  as  he  seemed  to  feel 
now  that  all  depended  upon  the  w’ork  of  a  mo¬ 
ment.  Suddenly  a  report  is  heard,  nearer  than 
any  that  have  before  sounded.  Trask  clasps  his 
hand  to  his  head,  drops  his  knife,  and  falls  in 
an  inert  mass  at  Bob’s  feet.  Bob  stoops  and 
places  one  hand  upon  the  man’s  heart.  It  has 
ceased  to  beat.  A  small  hole  in  the  temple  indi¬ 
cates  the  manner  of  his  death.  He  has  been  shot 
through  the  brain,  but  whether  by  accident  or  de¬ 
sign  cannot  now  be  told.  The  newcomers  drive 
aw’ay  the  outlaw’s,  and  the  dead  body  of  the  lead- 
er  is  presently  found,  pierced  with  bullets. 
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All  hands  return  to  the  train,  and  a  new  dis¬ 
covery  is  made.  The  engineer  of  the  ai  riving 
train— it  had  been  dispatched  from  Thumping 
by  Mr.  Babb’s  orders — reported  having  run  down 
some  one  just  before  stopping.  Search  was  at 
once  made,  and  the  body  of  a  woman  was  found 
lying*  across  the  pilot.  Bob  bent  over  and  ex- 
amined  it,  uttering  a  cry  of  astonishment  at  the 
same  time.  It  was  echoed  by  Clem,  Pete,  and 
several  others.  The  woman  was  no  other  than 
that  strange  creature,  Gypsy  Bess,  the  mother  of 
Indian  Jack.  She  had  evidently  attempted  to 
cross  the  track  in  front  of  the  engine,  and  had 
been  struck  and  killed. 

“I  don’t  know  as  I  am  sorry,”  remarked  Bob, 
“but  I  would  like  to  know  what  she  was  doing 
hereabouts.” 

“She  never  appears  but  what  mischief  is  sure 
to  happen,”  added  Clem. 

“We  won’t  know  now,  at  all  events,  for  she  is 
dead,  and  so  is  Trask,  and  these  two  seem  to  be 
associated  with  all  my  trouble.” 

“Trask  dead?  Did  you  kill  him?” 

“No;  he  was  shot,  but  whether  accidentally  or 
not,  I  can’t  tell.  He  declared  that  Lida  was  again 
in  his  power,  and  I  would  really  like  to  know 
whether  it  was  so  or  not.” 

At  that  moment,  however,  while  the  dead  body 
of  the  gypsy  woman  was  being  taken  away,  the 
new  engineer  came  up  to  Bob  and  handed  him  a 
sealed  envelope. 

Bob  hastily  tore  open  the  envelope,  and  took 
therefrom  an  ordinary  telegraph  blank.  On  this 
was  written  the  following: 

“Robert  Farmer,  Engineer  B.  B.  &  B.  R’y,  en 
route:  Lida  has  again  disappeared — stolen,  as  I 
believe,  by  that  villain  Trask.  She  was  decoyed 
away  by  a  false  telegram  purporting  to  come 
from  you.  The  man  is  somewhere  on  the  line  of 
your  road.  LAURENS.” 

“Great  Heaven,  it  is  true,  then!”  cried  Bob,  in 
agony. 

“Stolen  by  Trask?”  asked  Clem. 

“Yes;  and  this  gypsy  woman  is  in  the  plot, 
and  now  both  she  and  Trask  are  dead,  and  my 
darling  may  never  be  found.  It  is  maddening.” 


CHAPTER  XIV. — Conclusion. 

The  night  passed  away  in  quiet,  and  in  the 
morning  the  work  of  repairing  the  road  was  re¬ 
sumed.  At  that  time  Bob  had  received  another 
note  from  Mr.  Laurens  explaining  more  fully 
Lida’s  strange  disappearance.  She  had  received 
a  note,  which  she  had  fortunately  left  behind 
her,  purporting  to  come  from  Bob,  in  which  he 
asked  her  to  go  to  him,  as  he  had  been  badly 
hurt  and  wanted  to  see  her  before  he  died.  This 
note  Laurens  had  taken  to  the  agent  at  Business- 
burgh,  and  he  had  pronounced  it  a  forgery,  be¬ 
ing  well  acquainted  with  Bob’s  writing.  Fur¬ 
thermore,  Hawley  Trask  had  been  seen  to  leave 
town  in  a  closed  carriage,  and  one  man  said  that 
he  was  sure  there  was  a  lady  in  it,  for  he  had 
heard  her  scream  once  as  the  vehicle  was  driven 
away  toward  Thumping. 

Gypsy  Bess  had  undoubtedly  been  in  the  plot, 
but  as  she  was  dead,  nothing  could  be  learned 
from  her.  She  was  known  to  have  a  hut  not  far 
away,  and  the  chief  engineer  suggested  that  this 


be  searched.  Bob,  Clem,  Pete  and  three  or  four 
others,  well  armed,  started  out  an  hour  after  sun¬ 
rise  to  find  this  place.  On  the  way  they  met  the 
ministers  who  was  to  have  married  Trask  to  Miss 
Laurens.  He  was  wounded  and  dying,  and  told 
them  that  Miss  Laurens  was  in  a  cave  not  far 
away,  and  that  the  bank  money  was  there  also. 
The  entrance  to  the  cave  was  through  the  gyp¬ 
sy’s  hut.  In  a  short  time  the  minister  died.  The 
body  was  left  with  two  of  the  men  to  be  buried, 
and  Bob,  Clem,  Pete  and  one  of  the  men  hurried 
on  to  find  the  gypsy  woman’s  hut. 

This  was  so  hidden  in  the  woods  that  it  took 
three  or  four  hours  to  find  it.  Entering,  they 
found  a  large  slab  over  the  hearth,  and  this  re¬ 
quired  the  combined  strength  of  all  to  raise  and 
throw  aside.  There  were  some  rough  stone  steps, 
and,  having  provided  themselves  with  torches, 
they  ascended.  Avoiding  the  right-hand  passage, 
they  took  the  left,  following  the  dark  and  damp 
wanderings  for  several  hundred  feet,  till  they  at 
last  came  to  a  wooden  door  which  blocked  their 
way.  Pete  brought  his  broad  shoulders  to  this 
and  sent  it  flying  in  an  instant.  Bob  dashed  in 
and  found  Lida  sitting  on  a  low  bed  of  straw, 
weeping  bitterly.  As  soon  as  she  recognized  the 
intruder,  she  dried  her  eyes  and  ran  into  Bob’s 
arms  with  a  cry  of  joy.  The  cave  was  searched, 
and  in  one  corner  was  found  a  heavy  sack,  which, 
upon  being  opened,  was  found  to  contain  the  miss¬ 
ing  money. 

The  bands  of  outlaws  which  had  infested  the 
country  along  the  line  of  the  road  were  driven 
out,  and  though  of  course  a  few  remained  and 
caused  occasional  trouble,  it  was  nothing  to  the 
former  condition  of  things.  More  trains  were 
run,  and  Black  Pete  was  made  an  engineer,  be¬ 
ing,  next  to  Bob,  the  favorite  of  all. 

Bob  himself  continued  to  run  the  special  until 
of  age,  when  he  was  appointed  to  a  very  lucra¬ 
tive  position  on  the  Northern  Pacific,  which  he 
still  holds.  The  friendship  between  him  and  the 
beautiful  Lida  Laurens  ripened  into  love,  and 
they  were  married  when  Bob  was  twenty-one. 

When  Clem  Hammond  reached  his  majority,  his 
father  made  a  statement  of  the  money  expended 
upon  him,  showing  that  ten  thousand  dollars  had 
been  invested  in  him,  as  Hammond  said.  It 
proved  a  good  investment,  for  Clem  had  formed 
good  business  habits,  and  is  at  present  making 
enough  on  his  own  account  to  give  promise  of 
speedily  paying  a  fine  dividend  on  the  money 
spent  upon  him. 

“You’ve  been  a  good  investment,  after  all, 
Clem,”  the  Treasurer  will  often  remark,  “and  I 
wish  I  could  be  as  sure  of  everything  that  I  put 
my  money  into.” 

Tinker,  of  the  Dam,  is  a  millionaire,  and  calls 
himself  Ticknor,  the  town  being  now  known  as 
Riverdale,  which  is  much  more  aristocratic  than 
Tinker’s  Dam.  Thumping  has  been  changed  to 
Thompsonville,  and  No  Man’s  Crossing  to  Bridge¬ 
port;  Skeleton’s  Hollow  to  Shady  Lawn,  and 
Jonesville  to  Woodburgh.  So  that  it  can  be  eas¬ 
ily  seen  that  great  alterations  have  taekn  place, 
the  principal  one  being  that  now  “Mr.  Robert 
Farmer,  general  superintendent,”  is  the  way  our 
hero  now  writes  his  name,  instead  of,  as  for¬ 
merly,  “  ‘Special’  Bob,  the  Pride  of  the  Road.” 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “THREE 
CHUMS;  or,  THE  BOSSES  OF  THE  SCHOOL.” 
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SMITHY  FINDS  SI  TOO  YOUNG  TO  QUIT 
A  M  Arthurs,  81  years  old,  thought  he  had 
worked  long  enough  a  year  ago,  so  he  retired. 

But  Arthurs  found  after  a  year  of  “loafing’’ 
)M>e  that  leading  an  inactive  life  was  the  hardest 
work  he  had  ever  done.  So  he  purchased  his 
former  property  near  this  city  and  will  soon  be 
pounding  his  old  anvil  again. 

Arthurs  has  been  a  blacksmith  since  he  was 
16  years  old  and  is  still  hale  and  hearty. 


RI\fER  OF  HONEY 

When  a  honey  bee  staggers  around  holding  his 
head  and  staring  despondently  into  space  he  may 
be  suffering  from  influenza,  dementia  precox  or 
any  one  of  a  dozen  other  physical  or  mental  dis* 
order-.  At  any  rate  he  needs  quick  medical  at¬ 
tention  and  is  getting  it  in  the  honey  producing 
regions  of  this  province. 

Bee  experts  say  that  Manitoba  will  pour  a 
river  of  honey  on  the  world’s  pancakes  this  year 
and  that  the  big  production  is  due  almost  entire¬ 
ly  to  the  elimination  of  bee  diseases.  Last  year’s 
average  of  approximately  65  pounds  to  the  hive 
i>  expected  to  be  materially  increased  by  the  hun¬ 
dreds  of  large  apiaries  scattered  throughout  the 
province. 

Beekeeping  is  not  a  new  industry  in  Canada, 
hut  it  has  grown  in  late  years  throughout  the 
districts  where  the  remaining  lands  of  the  Hud¬ 
son’-  Bay  Company  are  being  closed  out  to  farm 

settlers. 


INVENTOR,  “HOMESICK,”  RETURNS  TO 

PRISON 

Enter  the  “homesick”  former  convict,  who 
robbed  the  State  prison  at  Waupun,  Wis.,  to  get 

back  in. 

“Don’t  shoot!  I’m  coming  down,”  cried  a 
pha  wy  figure  on  the  wall  of  the  prison  when  one 
-of  the  guards  discovered  it  shortly  before  mid- 

:  .ht. 

It  proved  to  be  William  Chowski,  55  years  old, 
the  imou-  “perpetual  motion  inventor”  of  Ju¬ 
neau.  Wis..  who  had  to  be  literally  “thrown  out” 
o:  the  pri  on  when  he  had  completed  a  long  sen¬ 
tence  for  burglary  on  September  8.  I’m  looking 
th'n^s  over  so  that  I  can  in-tall  a  perpetual  mo¬ 
tion  system  here.  This  is  a  fine  place  for  it,  and 
Wt  can  save  the  State  a  lot  of  money,”  he  de¬ 
clared,  when  he  had  descended. 

A  search  revealed  that  Chowski  had  a  set  of 
Wire  keys  that  would  open  almost  any  lock  in 
the  pn.*on.  A  skilfully  fashioned  rope  ladder 
turg  the  ride  of  the  prison  wall. 

Toe  Sheriff  of  Juneau  county  was  called  to 
tom*  ar.d  ti  kc  the  MioTMtw>N  hack  to  Joneau.  Ik- 
IS  thought  to  be  demented. 

kfftw  September  8,  when  Chowski’s  sentence  had 
••trod,  he  refused  to  leave  th*-  prison,  and  the 
Sheriff  called  to  e-cort  him  back  to  his  home 
**7  He  was  given  $250,  which  he  had  earned  by 
work  dunng  his  term,  but  most  of  that 
ta  fine*  l/c-t-n  pent  perfecting  his  “per- 
motion"  apparatus. 


REMOVING  TATTOO  MARKS 

Tattooing  is  the  mechanical  introduction  of 
pigments  under  the  skin  and  a  very  well  known 
process.  The  pigments  employed  are  carbon  cin¬ 
nabar,  carmine  and  indigo. 

Most  methods  employed  to  remove  these  marks, 
says  Science  and  Invention,  are  by  a  reactive  and 
a  destructive  inflammation  which  will  result  in 
the  formation  of  a  crust,  later  cast  off  together 
with  the  tattooed  markings.  One  method  is  to 
retattoo  the  marks  with  a  solution  of  30  parts  of 
zinc  chloride  and  40  parts  of  water.  A  mild  in¬ 
flammation  will  result;  a  crust  forms  and  about 
a  week  later  this  falls  off,  leaving  a  scar  which 
gradually  heals.  Later  a  repetition  of  this  may 
be  necessary.  This  may  be  done  by  the  profes¬ 
sional  tattooer. 

The  second  method  is  to  tattoo  again,  making 
the  punctures  close  together  after  the  design  has 
been ‘drawn  over  with  a  concentrated  solution  of 
tannin.  A  stick  of  silver  nitrate  is  then  firmly 
drawn  over  the  surface  and  after  a  period  of  sev¬ 
eral  minutes  it  is  then  wiped  off.  This  is  far 
more  effective  than  the  first  and  less  scar  forms. 
Two  other  substances,  perhaps  more  efficient 
than  either  of  the  above,  and  applied  in  the  same 
manner  as  the  first,  are  caroid  and  glycerole  of 
papoid. 


LIGHT  PAPER  TORCHES  TO  AID  BULL 

FIGHT 

Thirty  thousand  men,  women  and  children 
crowded  the  bull  ring  at  Mexico  City,  Nov.  21  to 
witness  the  return  of  Rodolfo  Gaona,  Mexico’s 
king  of  bullfighters.  The  immense  crowd  gath¬ 
ered  from  early  morning,  and  the  police  force 
armed  with  rifles,  were  compelled  to  fire  over  the 
heads  of  the  people,  who  tried  to  break  down  the 
doors  hours  before  the  first.  One  of  the  greatest 
crowds  ever  seen  at  the  bull  ring  gathered  upon 
the  floor  of  the  building. 

Gaona  gave  a  wonderful  exhibition  and  received 
four  ears  and  one  tail  of  the  bulls  killed  by  him. 
After  the  fight  Gaona  was  carried  through  the 
streets  on  the  shoulders  of  his  admirers,  thou¬ 
sands  parading,  shouting  and  cheering  the  fighter 
who  started  life  as  a  bootblack  in  the  city  of 
Leon.  . '  J 

Gaona  is  reputed  to  be  worth  3,000,000  pesos 
earned  through  bullfighting. 

The  killing  of  the  last  bull  at  recent  fights  at 
the  Plaza  del  Toro,  witnessed  by  the  largest 
crowd  in  the  history  of  the  Mexican  bull  ring, 
was  spectacular.  Threatening  clouds  made  the' 
arena  so  dark  as  Juan  de  la  Ilosa  was  perform¬ 
ing  in  the  final  event  that  thousands  of  specta¬ 
tors  lighted  newspaper  torches  to  guide  the  ma¬ 
tador. 

I)e  la  Rosa  found  his  bull  hard  to  kill,  and  the 
crowd,  becoming  impatient,  ran  out  over  the 
arena.  Gendarmes  were  railed  out  to  clear  the 
field  and  allow  the  matador  to  proceed. 
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CHARLIE  CHAPIN’S  COURAGE 

— OR— 

% 

THE  BOY  WHO  TOOK  CARE  OF  HIS 

MOTHER 


By  WILLIAM  WADE 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 

CHAPTER*  XIII. —  (Continued) 

“Charlie,  I  want  to  apologize  to  you,  for  the 
treatment  you  have  received  from  me.  I  am  not 
a  viilain,  and  try  to  do  what  is  right.  But  I  fail 
occasionally,  and  I  will  never  forget  myself 
again,  nor  ever  forget  what  you  did  for  me  to¬ 
day,  after  my  cowardly  insults.” 

Charlie  sent  his  hand  out  promptly,  and  gave 
the  other  a  hearty  grip. 

He  had  gained  a  friend,  instead  of  merely  pun¬ 
ishing  an  unpleasant  rival.  That  is  the  best 
sort  of  revenge. 

As  he  rode  home  he  thought  over  all  the  farm¬ 
ers  whom  he  knew  possessing  mules. 

“That  list  will  make  a  cracker  jack,  if  I  can 
persuade  them  to  sell  to  me,  when  I  haven’t  a 
lot  of  capital.  I  .wonder  how  I  can  work  it.” 

He  thought  and  pondered',  and  even  after  he 
went  to  bed  he  endeavored  to  think  up  some 
scheme  which  would  bring  in  the  dollars. 

The  next  moring  he  awoke  early,  with  the  sing¬ 
ing  of  the  birds  a  bit  after  sunrise. 

As  is  so  often  the  case,  what  seemed  hard  the 
night  before  now  came  easy  to  the  mind  of  the 
young  farmer.  The  worries  which  seemed  so 
monstrous  in  the  shades  of  night  now  disap¬ 
peared  like  the  night  itself,  and  his  plan  was  as 
clear  as  day  to  him. 

“I  will  get  them  to  sign  options  to  me  for  two 
weeks,  and  pay  them  two  dollars  for  each  option, 
to  forfeit  it  if  I  don’t  produce  the  money.” 

That  was  his  plan,  and  Charlie  hurried  through 
an  early  breakfast,  sat  down  to  write  out  a  num¬ 
ber  of  option  papers,  leaving  blank  name  spaces, 
and  then  started  out  on  Black  Nell. 

She  was  very  frisky,  and  the  lad  enjoyed  the 
morning  ride  as  he  galloped  along  the  Spring 
roads  toward  the  farm  of  a  good  old  friend  back 
in  the  country  quite  a  way. 

Here  he  had  little  difficulty  in  obtaining  an  op¬ 
tion  on  two  good  mules. 

The  fact  that  he  put  up  two  dollars  on  each 
option,  which  would  be  forfeited  provided  he  did 
not  put  up  the  remainder  of  the  purchase  money 
in  the  next  fortnight,  was  a  bait  which  no  farm¬ 
er  could  resist  with  ease. 

And  even  at  that  Charlie  did  not  browbeat  the 
prices  of  this  or  the  other  farmers  he  interviewed 
for  he  obtained  good  honest  prices  at  the  prevail¬ 
ing  rates,  and  he  felt  sure  that  he  would  be  a 
gainer  for  it  in  the  long  run. 

“I  want  to  live  and  let  live,”  Charlie  told  him¬ 
self,  as  he  wound  up  in  a  long  circle  at  home  late 
that  afternoon.  He  had  borrowed  two  hundred 


dollars  from  his  mother,  almost  to  the  bottom  of 
the  little  hoard. 

But  Mrs.  Chapman  trusted  the  lad  implicitly, 
and  felt'  certain  that  he  would  not-  venture  a 
penny  unless  there  was  a  reasonable  certainty  of 
his  making  big  returns  in  the  end  of  the  venture. 

Charlie  did  not  tell  her  even  what  his  idea 
was,  but  the  money  had  been  handed  out  that 
morning,  for  it  had  been  drawn  from  the  bank  a 
few  days  earlier,  to  be  kept  handy. 

Chapman  obtained  exactly  fifty  options  on 
good  animals,  all  signed  by  reputable  farmers, 
and  all  of  them  acknowledging  the  fact  that  he 
had  paid  them  two  dollars  each  in  advance. 

“Now,  it  will  be  seen  in  the  next  week  whether 
I  make  or  bust,”  said  Charlie  to  his  mother.  “I 
guess  I’ll  get  busy  with  HezekialT  Denny  to-mor¬ 
row,  and  set  a  lot  of  the  ground  into  shape.  We 
mustn’t  neglect  the  farm  work.” 

Charlie  curbed  his  patience  until  the  arrival 
of  Captain  James  Burke. 

Then  came  his  reward,  for  he  had  acted  wise¬ 
ly,  and  made  his  pick  with  native  shrewdness. 
The  young  speculator  in  mules  had  taken  the 
best  specimens  around  the  country,  and  when  the 
captain  went  about  looking  for  stock  he  was  dis¬ 
appointed  to  find  that  the  good  animals  were  not 
available. 

Charlie  kept  himself  informed  through  the 
judge  and  after  the  second  day’s  visit  of  the 
buyer  Charlie  hunted  him  up  at  the  judge’s 
office  in  Fernbank. 

“Are  you  the  gentleman  who  is  so  anxious  to 
buy  mules?”  asked  Charlie,  when  the  judge  in¬ 
troduced  them. 

The  captain  nodded,  frowning,  for  he  was 
grievously  disappointed. 

“Yes,  but  I’m  not  going  to  waste  any  more 
time,”  said  he.  “I’m  going  further  up  the  State. 
I  find  that  the  only  animals  I  want  are  already 
sold  out  on  option.”  ~ 

Charlie  feared  for  a  minute  that  the  length  of 
the  option  time  had  been  stated,  but  fortunately 
the  buyer  had  missed  this  important  point. 

“Well,  sir,  I  wish  you  would  buy  a  few  from 
me.  I  am  a  sort  of  mule  broker  for  Fernbank, 
and  I  will  have  two  of  the  finest  animals  imag¬ 
inable  in  here  in  two  hours  if  you  wish?” 

The  captain  became  excited. 

“Well,  why  didn’t  you  approach  me  sooner?” 

Charlie  smiled. 

“You  wait  and  see  the  team  I  bring  in  here  to 
the  front  of  this  building.” 

He  hurried  out  and  leaped  upon  Black  Nell.  In 
as  short  a  time  a$  possible  he  hurried  to  one 
farmer  who  had  given  him  option  on  two  brawny 
mules.  The  granger  and  Charlie  rode  back  to 
town,  each  leading  a  mule  by  the  halter. 

The  captain,  who  examined  .the  animals  while 
the  judge  got  into  animated  conversation  with  the 
farmer,  accepted  them  on  the  spot. 

“Get  me  a  bunch  more  of  these,  my  lad.  Here’s 
the  price  you  have  stated  for  the  team,  right 
now.” 

Charlie  Chapman  busily  managed  the  purchase 
of  the  rest  of  the  fifty  mules,  and  by  close  mani¬ 
pulating  paid  cash  for  each  animal. 

He  worked  the  system,  one  at  a  time,  and  so  it 
did  not  need  such  an  outlay. 

(To  be  continued) 
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THE  NEWS  IN  SHORT  ARTICLES. 


LARGE  BUTTER  BEANS. 

Mrs.  E.  D.  Fay  of  Topeka,  Kan.,  declares  she 
has  the  ::>.rgest  butter  beans  in  this  vicinity.  One 
of  two  beans  on  Mrs.  Fay’s  vines  measures 
nv<enty -six  inches  long  and  fifteen  inches  in  cir- 
t*mferer.ue.  The  other  one  is  thirty  inches  long 
and  fourteen  inches  in  circumference.  The  vine 
is  vi-n  large.  The  seed  is  a  special  variety  which 
Mrs.  hav  ordered  from  a  Kansas  seedsman.  To 
tee  these  beans  makes  one  think  of  a  cucumber. 


TWO  BOYS  KILL  BEAR 

Women  and  children  and  not  a  few  of  the  male 
residents  :n  the  vicinity  of  Johnsonburg,  N.  J., 
sighed  in  relief  the  other  night  when  they  learn¬ 
ed  that  a  big  black  bear  which  had  spread  terror 
for  ten  days,  had  been  captured  by  two  young 
men.  So  proud  were  these  young  men  of  their 
exploit  that  they  placed  the  carcass  on  exhibition. 

Raymond  Kispaugh.  eighteen,  and  h;s  brother, 
Harry,  sixteen,  heard  that  the  bear  had  taken 
refuge  in  a  cave  on  their  uncle’s  farm.  They 
built  a  fire  at  the  mouth  of  the  cave.  Each  was 
armed  with  a  shotgun. 

They  waited  fifteen  minutes  before  the  bear 
rushed  out.  He  sprang  at  one  of  the  youth’s. 
They  fired  both  barrels  of  their  guns.  The  bear 
toppled  over  with  four  charges  in  his  body.  The 
la ds  reloaded  and  took  another  shot  to  make  cer¬ 
tain  he  was  dead. 


MUST  COVER  THEIR  KNEES  x 

Girl  students  at  the  Randolph-Mason  Institute, 
Danville,  Va.,  part  of  the  great  Southern  Metho¬ 
dist  Institution,  have  been  told  in  blunt  terms 
they  must  wear  their  stockings  as  their  mothers 
taught  them  and  not  in  conformity  *cith  fash¬ 
ion'-  latest  edict,  which  provides  for  the  rolling 
process  and  knee  lengths. 

From  sources  of  unquestioned  authority  comes 
word  that  within  the  past  few  days  the. faculty 
of  teachers  were  called  together  and  served  what 
wa-  little  short  of  an  ultimatum  to  the  student 
body.  Fa  ilure  to  comply  will  be  met  with  severe 

*  V- 

It  is  alleged,  and  not  contradicted,  that  certain 
young  -opomores  who  cling  to  college  traditions 
have  been  “rolling  their  own”  with  ruthless  dis¬ 
regard  to  feet  and  metres.  The  students  have 
a^repted  the  order  with  philosophy. 


FISHING  IN  GUIANA  WITH  BOW  AND 

ARROW 

Instead  of  using  nets  or  the  conventional  hook 
Id  fin*-.  the  natives  of  Guiana  shoot  the  fish 
With  bow  and  arrows.^  The  arrow  used  is  de- 
»ijr  d  p*:c  lally  for  this  purpose,  and  is  about  5 
feet  to  length,  with  no  feathers.  The  head,  which 
■  barb*"],  i  made  from  sheet  iron  and  is  pro- 
ith  a  htx  ket  which  is  slipped  over  the  end 
"baft  by  a  light,  strong  line  about  10  feet 


th*  fish  \t  "truck  arid  the  barbed  poinl 
in  it*  flesh,  the  cane  shaft  floats  fret 


and,  resting  upon  the  surface  of  the  water,  serves 
as  a  buoy  to  mark  the  catch,  which  is  hauled  in 
by  means  of  the  line  attached  to  the  head. 

Fish  weighing  from  10  to  100  pounds  are 
caught  in  this  manner,  says  the  Popular  Science 
omhly.  When  there  are  no  fish  visible,  or  when 
they  are  too  far  beneath  the  surface  to  shoot  with 
certainty,  the  natives  resort  to  “calling”  the  fish. 
This  is  accomplished  by  uttering  a  low  whistling 
sound  and  waving  the  finger  tips  in  a  peculiar 
manner.  Surnrising  as  it  may  seem,  the  fish 
often  approach  the  hunter  within  bowshot  when 
thus  called. 

But  one  does  not  need  to  go  to  faraway  Guiana 
to  see  fish  killed  by  the  bow  and  arrow.  Our 
own  native  American  Indians  are  past  masters  of 
the  trick,  and  a  sojourn  with  them  in  one  of  the 
Western  reservations  will  convince  the  visitor  that 
shooting  fish  is  one  of  the  Indian’s  favorite  pas¬ 
times.  •  An  arrow  much  shorter  than  that  used 
by  the  natives  of  Guiana  is  used,  and  no  line  is 
.  lv'H  to  *hu  head  of  the  arrow. 
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HOW  HE  ROBBED  A  BURGLAR 


By  Kit  Clyde. 


Fred  Grover  sat  in  his  attic  uptown. 

A  few  short  months  before,  Fred  had  left  his 
home  in  Massachusetts,  to  study  medicine  in  New 
York. 

His  father  had  given  him  some  advice,  and 
(what  Fred  thought  a  good  deal  more  valuable) 
five  hundred  dollars  to  pay  his  board  bills  and 
other  necessary  expenses. 

His  mother  had  given  him  a  new  set  of  shirts, 
some  flannel  jackets,  a  kiss,  a  fifty-dollar  bill — 
which  she  had  saved  from  her  housekeeping  ex¬ 
penses — made  him  promise  to  be  a  good  boy — 
which  Fred  very  readily  did,  for  he  intended  to 
be,  if  he  could — and  off  he  started. 

When  Fred  arrived  in  New  York,  he  set'to 
work  manfully,  having  determined  to  rival  Mott 
or  Carnochan  in  a  very  short  time,  or  ignomini- 
ously  retire  from  the  profession. 

New  York  is  very  seductive,  and — I  am  sorry 
to  say  it — Fred  Grover  was  very  fond  of  pleas¬ 
ure. 

Consequently,  he  soon  became  an  accomplished 
player  at  billiads,  and  quickly  discovered  the 
houses  where  the  best  drinks  and  dinners  could  be 
obtained. 

When  young  men  indulge  freely  in  good  din¬ 
ners,  cigars,  etc.,  they  observe  with  surprise  how 
quickly  their  money  disappears.  It  was  so  with 
Fred,  for  having  occasion,  one  day,  to  draw 
twenty  dollars  out  of  the  bank  where  he  had  de¬ 
posited  his  money,  he  was  somewhat  disconcerted 
by  being  told  there  was  only  two  dollars  and  some 
odd  cents  to  his  credit. 

Fred  went  home  feeling  pretty  badly. 

What  to  do  he  didn’t  know. 

Having  been  in  New  York  only  three  months, 
and  spending  five  hundred  and  fifty  dollars,  he 
couldn’t  write  home  for  more;  no,  th^t  was  im¬ 
possible,  so  he  made  up  his  mind  to  attend  lec¬ 
tures  regularly,  and  study  hard. 

Poor  Fred! 

So  things  went  on  for  four  or  five  weeks. 

Fred  had  visited  a  pawnbroker  several  times, 
and  had  left  that  gentleman,  who  so  kindly  lends 
money  to  those  who  are  in  want  of  it,  his  watch, 
a  dozen  of  shirts,  one  or  two  coats,  and  several 
pairs  of  trousers. 

Fred’s  landlady  had  received  no  money  for  some 
time,  so  she  began  to  importune  him  for  payment, 
and  had  hinted  mildly  that  if  somfe  was  not  forth¬ 
coming  very  shortly,  Fred  would  have  to  find  a 
new  boarding-house. 

Well,  as  I  have  said  before,  Fred  Grover  sat  in 
his  attic,  pondering  over  his  ill-luck — as  he  called 
it,  but  correctly  speaking,  over  his  improvidence 
— and  cursing  the  hour  that  brought  him  to  New 
York. 

How  seldom  we  think  of  blaming  our  own  im¬ 
prudence! 

We  generally  manage  to  find  an  excuse  for  our 
little  weaknesses. 

“If,”  mused  Fred,  “I  were  to  write  to  mother, 
I  know  she’s  send  on  the  money;  but  I  can’t  do 
that — no,  I’ll  starve  first.  I  wonder  if — come 
in!” 
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The  last  two  words  were  shouted  in  a  tone 
much  louder  than  there  was  any  occasion  for,  but 
Fred  had  been  interrupted  in  his  thoughts  by  a 
tap  at  the  door,  and  it  hacK  somewhat  startled 
him. 

The  door  slowly  opened,  and  in  stalked  a  ma¬ 
tronly-looking  woman,  with  rather  a  red  face,  and 
who  had  three  small  curls  on  each  side  of  her 
face. 

Fred  turned  all  manner  6f  colors. 

“Mr. ‘Grover,”  said  the  lady,  “would  you  let  me 
have  some  money,  if  you  please?” 

“I  haven’t  any  to-day,  Mrs.  Jackson,  but — 
but - ” 

“But  what,  sir?”  and  the  matronly-looking 
.woman  frowned  at  poor  Fred. 

“I  was  going  to  say  I  expect  a  remittance  from 
home  in  a  day  or  two,  and  then  I’ll  give  you 
some.” 

Mrs.  Jackson’s  face  twitched  about  all  manner 
of  ways;  finally  she  said:  V 

“If  you  cannot  let  me  have  some  money  to¬ 
morrow,  Mr.  Grover,  I  shall  feel  obliged  if  you 
will  get  another  boarding-house.” 

Fred  readily  promised  to  let  her  have  some 
money  the  following  day,  though  where  he  -vyas 
going  to  get  it  from  he  hadn’t  the  wildest  idea. 

However,  it  was  a  respite,  and  he  shouldn’t 
have  to  face  Mrs.  Jackson  till  the  following  day. 

When  we  owe  money,  and  promise  to  pay  to¬ 
morrow,  what  a  long  way  off  that  morrow  ap¬ 
pears. 

When  Mrs.  Jackson  had  left  the  room,  Fred 
put  his  hands  to  the  bottom  of  his  trousers’  pock¬ 
ets,  and  began  to  walk  about  the  room  with  rapid 
strides.  , 

“What  the  deuce  is  to  be  done?  I  don’t  know. 
Let  me  see — oh,  that’s  no  use;  I’ve  pawned  every¬ 
thing  that’s  pawnable.” 

Fred  threw  himself  upon  his  bed  to  try  and 
calm  himself. 

He  counted  all  the  flies  upon  the  ceiling,  and 
longed  to  be  a  fly,  because  they  didn’t  have  to 
pay  board  bills. 

“By  Jove,  a  good  idea!”  said  Fred,  starting 
up.  “I’ll  try  and  borrow  it;  very  likely  Jim  can 
lend  it  to  me. 

He  seized  his  hat  and  hurried  from  the  house. 
Attached  to  the  house  that  FrecL  has  just  left 
is  "a  yafd,  but  'called  by  the  landlady  a  garden; 
behind  that  garden  is  a  small  lane  leading  to  no¬ 
where  in  particular,  and  having  its  entrance  in  a 
street  chiefly  devoted  to  tenement  houses,  dirt 
and  squalling  children.. 

About  eleven  o’clock  that  evening,  a  man  very 
carefully  looked  over  the  fence  that  separated  the 
aforesaid  garden  from  the  above  mentioned  lane. 

Looking  carefully  around,  he  drew  from  his 
pocket  a  pair  of  pincers,  and  commenuced  break¬ 
ing  off  short  a  few  of  the  spikes  that  were  on 
the  top  of  the  fence,  and  had  been  put  there,  I 
presume,  for  the  express  purpose  of  annoying  the 
neighboring  cats. 

After  counting  the  number  he  had  broken  off, 
by  feeling  them  with  his  hand,  he  carefully  climb¬ 
ed  to  the  top  of  the  fence,  and  then  lowered  him¬ 
self  into  the  garden. 

“Curse  the  things!”  he  muttered,  having  alight¬ 
ed  in  the  middle  of  a  lilac  bush,  which  slightly 
scratched  him,  “there’s  always  something  to  in¬ 
terfere  with  a  fellow’s  business.” 
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Haring;  extricated  himself  from  the  bush,  he 
crept  stealthily  toward  the  yard  door,  applied  his 
eai  to  the  keyhole,  and  listened  attentively. 

*  Hump!  all  quiet.  So  far  so  good.  Now  to 
bus  mss.”  He  produced  an  auger  from  one  of  the 
numerous  pockets  in  his  coat,  and  began  to  bore 
a  hole — so  quietly  that  you  -o  ’Id  hardly  hear  it — 
in  the  yard  door.  s 

When  he  had  finished,  he  put  his  arm  through 
the  orifice,  quietly  withdrew  the  bolts,  and  en¬ 
tered  the  house. 

When  he  was  inside,  by  the  aid  of  a  dark  lan¬ 
tern,  he  groped  his  way  to  the  bottom  of  the  base¬ 
ment  st  nd  began  ascending  them,  glancing 

with  keen  and  penetrating  eyes  at  every  object 
around  him.  ' 

On  a  dumb-waiter  near  the  dining  room  door  a 
fork  had  been  left,  no  doubt  by  the  carelessness 
of  one  of  the  servahts. 

H  is  eyes  rested  upon  it;  so  he  went  up  to  it 
and  examined  it  carefully. 

‘•Plated!”  he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of  deep  dis¬ 
gust,  and  put  it  down  again. 

Quietly,  and  as  cautiously  as  before,  he  ascend¬ 
ed  the  next  flight  of  stairs;  tries  the  handle  of  a 
door;  it  yields  to  him;  he  pushes  it  slowly  and 
noiselessly  open;  pu;s  his  head  in;  finds  it  is 
only  the  bathroom,  so  closes  the  door,  and  ascends 
the  next  flight  of  stairs. 

He  hears  a  key  placed  in  the  lock  of  the  hall 
door;  he  holds  his  breath  and  listens  attentively. 

Whoever  it  is  closes  the  hall  door  behind  him, 
and  begins  to  climb  the  hall  stairs — he  does  the 
same. 

At  last  the  top  of  the  house  is  reached;  the 
footsteps  are  coming  nearer,  and  at  last  actually 
begin  to  ascend  the  last  flight,  at  the  head  of 
which  he  is. 

He  pushed  open  a  door,  glances  hurriedly 
around  the  room,  finds  it  is  vacant,  rushes  to  the 
bed,  and  crawls  underneath  it. 

At  a  late  hour  at  night  Fred  Grover  returns  to 
his  boarding-house,  tired  and  disconsolate. 

He  had  been  unable  to  raise  any  money,  conse¬ 
quently  in  the  morning  he  would  h^ve  to  seek 
other  quarters  to  live  in. 

When  he  entered  his  room  he"  threw  himself 
into  a  chair,  lighted  his  pipe,  and  puffed  out 
thick  volumes  of  smoke,  musing  as  he  dicT  so. 

“What  a  fool  I’ve  been;  spent  all  my  money, 
and  must  either  beg,  borrow  or  cheat  during  the 
next  six  months  to  live.  By  Jove,  I  must  quit  this 
spreeing!  It’s  unfair  to  my  father  to  spend  his 
money  in  the  way  I  have  been  doing.” 

Fred  started  up,  and  placed  his  forehead 
again -t  the  window-pane,  and  looked  out  upon  the 
cold,  dark  night. 

“What  a  confounded  shame  it  is  that  money  is 
rot  mon  equally  distributed;  now,  that  old  fellow 
,dowr  ■  r  they  say  is  running  over  with  money. 

[  I  wonder  if  he  would  lend  me  a  little  if  I  were 
to  ask  him.  Pshaw!  the  idea  is  absurd!  How 
the  dtWt  I  am  to  face  Mrs.  Jackson  in  the  morn- 
I  don’t  know.  I/Ct  me  see — no,  I  have  noth- 

g  that  I  can  sell— except  myself.'  What  a  pity 
ft  in  that  Mephistonhelea  is  not  going  round  now, 
biyirg  up  poor  chaps  who  want  to  sell  them- 
**!▼*«. 

"Ah — catch — chew!” 


“What’s  that?  It  sounded  confoundedly  like  a 
sneeze.  Ha!”  and  Fred  rushed  to  a  corner  of  the 
room,  seized  a  sword-cane,  drew  it,  and  looked  ■ 
cautiously  under  the  bed. 

The  first  thing  that  met  his  gaze  was  the  gen¬ 
tleman  who,  a  short  time  previously,  had  climbed 
over  the  garden  fence. 

“What  do  ycm  want?  Come  out  from  there.” 

The  man  came  out  from  under  the  bed,  stood 
upright,  and  glared  sullenly  at  Fred. 

“Now,  my  good  fellow,  what  were  you  doing 
there?”  asked  Fred. 

“What’s  the  good  of  talking?  You  know  as 
well  as  I  do  what  I  was  doing  there,”  said  the 
man.  # 

“You  wanted  to.  rob  the  house,  I  suppose?” 

“This  ain’t  a  police  court,  is  it?  Take  me  to 
one  if  you’re  going  to,  and  then  I’ll  tell  you  what 
I  wanted  to  do — perhaps.” 

“Suppose  if  I  were  to  let  you  go,  what  would 
you  do?” 

“Make  tracks  as  fast  as  I  could.” 

“Umph!  Have  you  any  money  about  you?” 

“No.” 

“Ah,  then,  I  can’t  let  you  go.  I  must  w&ke  up 
the  house  and  get  a  policeman.” 

“Hold  on.  I  think  I  have  a  little.” 

“Will  you  lend  me  some?” 

“How  much  do  you  want?” 

“Fifty  dollars,,  and  I  assure  you  on  my  word  of 
honor  I’ll  return  it  to  you  as  soon  as  I  get  a  re¬ 
mittance  from  home.” 

The  man  offered  him  twenty,  but  Fred  insisted 
upon  having  fifty  or  none  at  all. 

So,  after  a  deal  of  talking,  the  man  reluctant-  ' 
ly  drew  .a  roll  of  bills  from  his  pocket,  counted 
out  fifty  dollars,  and  handed  them  to  Fred,  who 
scrutinized  them  carefully. 

“Umph!  they  seem  good.  Now  you  may  go, 
and  don’t  let  me  catch  you  here  again.  When 
I’m  ready  to  return  it  I’ll  put  an  advertisement 
in  some  paper  to  that  effect.” 

The  man  sulkily  left  the  room. 

Fred  politely  lighted  him  downstairs,  closed 
the  hall  door  after  him,  and  went  to  bed. 

In  the  morning  he  settled  Mrs.  Jackson’s  claim, 
and  commenced  studying  in  good  earnest. 

He  has  now  one  of  the  best  practices  in  New 
York. 

Fred  put  the  promised  advertisement  in  the 
paper  several  times,  but  as  no  one  came  forward 
to  claim  the  borrowed  money,  handed  it  over  to  a 
charitable  society  in  the  city. 


WARSHIP  GOES  TO  AID  OF  600  WHO  MAY 

STARVE 

Six  hundred  natives  of  the  Pribilof  Islands  will 
starve  this  winter  if  anything  interferes  with  the 
trip  under  way  by  the  U.  S.  S.  Saturn.  The 
vessel  left  Seattle,  Oct.  15,  with  800  tons  of  food 
for  the  islands.  Unless  they  are  able  to  get  to 
the  Behring  Sea  before  the  ice  forms  the  total 
population  will  be  wiped  out,  it  is  feared. 

This  is  the  second  attempt  by  the  Saturn  to 
reach  the  island  this  season.  Once  before  the 
vessel,  a  naval  radio  repair  ship,  took  winter 
food,  hut  was  forced  by  storms  to  give  up  efforts 
to  laftd.  During  one  brief  lull  that  time  a  cow 
and  a  calf  and  some  mail  were  sent  ashore. 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


EAGLE  SEIZES  BOY  OF  8 
It  took  the  combined  efforts  of  the  Spaulding 
family  recently  to  save  eight-year-old  Walter 
Spaulding  from  being  carried  away  by  a  giant 
eagle  at  their  ranch  near  Glendo,  Wyo. 

When  the  huge  bird  attacked  Walter  in  the 
ranch  yard  he  grasped  it  by  the  neck  and  scream¬ 
ed  for  help.  John,  his  seven-year-old  brother, 
came  to  the  rescue,  and  a  third  boy  ran  for  help. 
Mrs.  Spaulding  beat  off  the  bird  with  a  stick, 
and  the  eagle  attacked  her.  She  was  saved  when 
Mr.  Spaulding  came  with  a  shotgun  and  killed  the 
bird.  It  had  a  spread  of  eight  feet. 


EXPLOSIVES  HIDDEN  IN  COAL 

That  the  German  miners  of  the  Ruhr  Valley 
are  hiding  explosives  in  the  coal  delivered  to 
France  under  the  provisions  of  the  Treaty  of 
Versailles  is  charged  by  the  French  Ministry  of 
Public  Works. 

Several  serious  explosions  have  occurred  re¬ 
cently  in  coal  from  the  Ruhr  mines.  The  last 
happened  the  other  day  in  a  factory  at  Petit- 
Marce,  near  Lille.  The  Ministry  of  Public  Works 
has  ordered  that  tlje  Ruhr  coal  be  sifted  and 
analyzed,  for  its  officials  believe  the  explosions 
result  from  a  deliberate  attempt  to  revenge  Ger¬ 
many’s  defeat. 


LUXURIOUS  SLEEPER 
The  English  and  Americans  are  the  most  lux¬ 
urious  races  in  the  world  as  regards  sleeping 
comforts,  and  after  them  the  French.  Profes¬ 
sional  travelers  of  these  nations  who  have  oc- 
casion  to  penetrate  into  Europe  generally  take 
their  beds  with  them.  The  Chinese  and  Japanese 
complain  that  our  mattresses  are  too  soft  for 
comfort.  The  Chinese  use  low  bedsteads,  often 
elaborately  carved,  and  supporting  only  mats, 
while  the  Japanese  use  a  matting  couch  and  a 
wooden  neck  rest  instead  of  a  pillow. 

A  peculiarity  of  the  German  bed  is  its  short¬ 
ness;  besides  that,  it  frequently  consists  in  part 
of  a  large  down  pillow  or  upper  mattress,  which 
spreads  over  the  sleeper  and  usually  answers  the 
purpose  of  all  the  other  ordinary  bed  clothing. 

The  Italian  bed  is  much  bigger  than  ours,  espe¬ 
cially  in  the  north  of  Italy.  But  millions  of  peo¬ 
ple  in  Europe,  especially  in  Russia,  have  never 
slept  in  a  bed  in  their  lives,  being  content  with  a 
mat  or  rug  on  the  floor. 


LAUGHS 


.  Mrs-  Hardup  (pausing  in  her  writing)— What 
is  that  word  for  people  who  come  after  us7 
Hardup — Bill  collectors,  my  dear. 

Obliging  Shopman  (to  lady  who  has  purchased 
a  pound  of  butter)— Shall  I  send  it  for  you, 
madam  Lady— No,  thank  you.  It  won’t  be  too 
heavy  for  me.  Obliging  Shopman— Oh,  no,  ma¬ 
dam.  1  11  make  it  as  light  as  I  possibly  can 


TvrJ.he  Curute:  fncJ  wl?at  are  your  leanings 
Mis.  Abeicrombie,  high  church  or  low?  Mrs 

Abercrombie:  Dear  me,  high  to  be  sure;  I  nevei 
could  abide  anything 'common  or  vulgar. 

A  conjurer  was  performing  the  old  trick  of 
producing  eggs  from  a  pocket  handkerchief,  wher 
he  remarked  to  a  little  boy  in  the  audience*  “] 
say,  my  boy,  your  mother  can’t  get  eggs  withoui 

C1n  &he?;;  She  can’”  rePlied  the  boy 

Why.  how  is  that?”  replied  the  conjurer  “She 

keeps  ducks!”  replied  the  boy,  amid  roars  of 
laughter. 


“FINDERS  ARE  KEEPERS.” 

Ownership  of  $1,300  in  gold  found  buried  on  a 
farm  near  Greensboro  six  months  ago  by  Levi 
Todd,  fifteen  years  old,  was  settled  in  the  Circuit 
Court,  Newcastle,  Ind.,  Nov.  15,  by  Judge  Gause 
deciding  “finders  are  "keepers.” 

Mrs.  Clara  Freeman  Vickery  of  this  city 
claimed  the  money  was  part  of  her  mother’s  es¬ 
tate,  and  John  Hardin,  present  owner  of  the 
farm,  sought  an  interest  as  owner  of  the  land. 

The  Judge  gave  the  money  to  its  youthful 
finder,  holding  the  evidence  was  insufficient  to 
show  Mrs.  Vickery’s  mother  had  buried  it,  and 
that  Mr.  Hardin’s  ownership  of  the  land  did  not 
give  him  ownership  of  the  money  because  he 
was  ignorant  of  its  existence. 


Margery  was  playing  school  with  her  dolls 
I  he  class  in  physiology  was  reciting.  “Now,  chil¬ 
dren,”  she  said,  “what  are  your  hands  for?’’  “To 
keep  clean,”  was  the  prompt  reply.  “Yes  ”  re¬ 
peated  the  little  teacher,  “hands  were  given ’us  *o 
Ave  could  keep  them  clean,  and  ’member  too  ’’  she 
added,  “we  must  keep  our  feet  clean,  ’cause ’there 
might  be  an  accident.”  .  ie 


,She  was  from  Boston;  he  from  Oklahoma. 

\ou  have  traveled  a  great  deal  in  the  West,  have 
you  not,  Miss  Bacon?”  “Oh,  yes,  indeed — in  Cali¬ 
fornia  and  Arizona,  and  even  in  New  Mexico.” 
“And  did  you  ever  see  the  Cherokee  strip?” 
Ihere  was  a  painful  silence,  but  finally  she  looked 
over  her  glasses  at  him  and  said:  “Sir,  I  deem 
your  question  exceedingly  rude.” 
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ITEMS  OF  GENERAL  INTEREST 


SMALLEST  REPUBLIC 
The  smallest  republic  in  the  world  is  San 
Marino,  in  Central  Italy.  Its  origin  is  ascribed  to 
St.  Marinus,  a  hermit,  who  is  said  to  have  resid¬ 
ed  there  in  the  fifth  century.  Its  independence 
was  lost  for  a  short  time  to  Caesar  Borgia,  about 
1503,  but  was  restored  in  1817.  A  convention 
with  Italy,  March  27,  1872,  secured  its  perma¬ 
nent  freedom.  San  Marino  has  a  population  of 
S.000  or  10,000,  and  an  area  of  33  square  miles. 
The  little  republic  is  governed  by  a  “Great  Coun¬ 
cil’'  of  60  members,  20  members  each  from  the 
nobles,  burgesses,  and  rural  landowners.  The 
principal  industries  are  farming  and  stock  '*ais- 
ing. 


DEER  ANSWERS  CALL. 

A  two-pronged  buck  deer  answers  the  calls  of 
Jerry  Shine,  employed  by  the  municipal  water 
district  at  Alpine  dam,  near  San  Raphael,  Cal. 

Long  ago  Shine  one  day  came  upon  a  dead  doe 
in  the  trail  of  the  forest, 'and  standing  beside  the 
mother  was  a  fawn.  It  was  miles  to  Shine’s 
cabin,  but  he  carried  the  fawn  home,  with  him, 
fed  it  and  gave  it  the  name  of  Billy.  After  a  time 
Shine  left  the  district.  He  returned  several  days 
ago  and  asked  his  fellow  workers  the  whereabouts 
of  hi3  deer.  They  laughed  at  him;  the  deer  had 
gone  back  to  nature,  they  said. 

Shine  mounted  the  parapet  of  the  dam  and 
called  for  Billy.  The  deer,  now  the  proud  pos¬ 
sessor  of  two-pronged  horns,  bounded  out  of  the 
forest.  A  photograph  was  taken  of  the  man  and 
animal,  as  the  latter  rested  his  forepaws  on  the 
shoulders  of  Shine. 


EATS  TABLE  CUTLERY 

Miss  Margaret  Shayne,  twenty-seven,  an  ac¬ 
tress  and  a  niece  of  De  Wolf  Hopper,  died  in 
the  Hudson  River  State  Hospital,  Poughkeepsie, 
a'  a  result  of  eating  knives  and  spoons.  Miss 
Shayne  had  been  confined  to  the  hospital  for 
t.uree  years.  Her  death  followed  an  operation 
for  the  removal  of  the  articles.  Recently  she 
wa  taken  seriously  ill  and  her  case  was  diag¬ 
nosed  as  peritonitis,  but  when  the  operation  was 
performed  the  silverware  was  found.  The 
physicians  said  they  had  been  swallowed  about 
two  months  ago. 

Two  nine-inch  knives  and  three  spoons,  all 
beat.ng  the  Hudson  River  State  Hospital  mark, 
were  found  in  her  stomach.  The  operation  was 
t  v  -es*ful.  but  in  cases  of  insanity  it  was  stated 
that  patients  are  more  apt  to  have  a  serious  re¬ 
action  than  -ane  persons  and  that  such  a  reac¬ 
tion  was  the  cause  oUTIeath. 

Mis-  Shayne,  who  was  a  promising  young  ac- 
tr  s,  broke  down  from  overwork.  She  once  ap- 
p^r"  i  in  “The  Lion  and  the  Mouse.” 


LUCKY  DAYS 

To  ;  *  - '  logy  we^owe  the  origin  of  the  super¬ 
stition  of  good  and  bad  days.  A  very  small  per¬ 
centage  of  the  population  of  the  world  is  free 


from  the  worries  surrounding  this  superstition. 
Our  greatest  statesmen,  thinkers,  business  men 
and  literary  men  are  not  immune.  A  great 
American  orator  refuses  to  make  a  speech  on  a 
certain  day,  for  fear  that  he  will  not  make  the 
proper  impression. 

If  a  certain  day  is  lucky  for  a  person  three 
times  in  succession,  he  may  regard  that  day  as 
his  lucky  period,  and  conversely. 

The  last  day  in  December  is'  considered  un¬ 
lucky  for  many  folks  for  the  transaction  of  ser¬ 
ious  business.  This  superstition  originated  from 
the  fact  that  Jesus  was  betrayed  on  that  day. 
Friday,  generally  speaking,  is  considered  a  very 
unlucky  day,  because  the  Saviour  was  crucified 
on  that  day.  However,  a  great  English  scient¬ 
ist — John  Gibbons — ran  the  gantlet  of  Friday, 
the  13th,  for  he  was  born  on  Friday,  christened 
on  Friday,  married  on  Friday,  the  13th,  and  was 
a  very  successful  man. 

To  move  on  Friday  is  considered  an  unfor¬ 
tunate  step. 

It  is  said  that  the  person  who  is  born  on  Feb. 
29,  which  is  Leap  Year,  will  be  lucky  ever  after. 

Astrologers  regard  six  clays  of  the  year  as  be¬ 
ing  very  unlucky  to  sick  persons.  They  are  Jan. 
3,  July  1,  Oct.  6,  April  30,  Aug.  1  and  Decem¬ 
ber  31. 


BEAVERS  IN  MONTANA. 

The  beaver  i$  not  shy  where  he  is  not  hunted 
and  acquires  confidence  in  a  friendly  watcher 
sooner  than  any  other  animal  I  know.  Strangers 
or  unusual  clothes  on  a  person  to  whom  they 
have  become  accustomed  alarm  them,  though, 
like  dogs,  they  can  apparently  identify  an  ac¬ 
quaintance  by  scent. 

The  beaver’s  sense  of  smell  is  very  acute,  for 
he  is  able  to  scent  a  man  two  hundred  yards 
away,  and  his  eyesight  is  also  most  keen,  but 
he  seems  to  be  dull  of  hearing  when  at  work, 
and  1  have  often  walked  to  within  a  few  feet 
~of  one  while  he  was  cutting  wood.  Their  method 
of  warning  each  other  of  clanger  is  by  slapping 
or  “smothering”  the  water  with  the  long,  fiat 
tail  which  is  so  characteristic  a  feature  of  the 
animal  and  which  not  only  helps  him  in  swim¬ 
ming,  but  is  used  for  carrying  mud.  If  a  large 
animal  appears  at  a  place  where  beavers  want 
to  work  or  feed  the  latter  wi,l  1  often  “smother” 
the  water  continually,  one  after  another  joining' 
in,  till  the  intruder  is  scared  away.  I  have  had 
a  thorough  wetting  at  night  while  watching  a 
pond  through  the  splashing  made  by  this  trick. 

I  saw  my  first  beavers  in  the  Musselshepp  river 
in  Montana.  At  first  they  dived  whenever  they 
became  aware  of  my  pre^nce,  but  after  about 
three  months  they  paid  no  attention  when  they 
scented  me,  and  in  six  months  they  would  swim 
around  or  cut  bushes  within  a  few  feet  of  me. 
In  fact,  they  repeatedly  stole  my  fishing  poles 
cut  from  green  willows  until  I  learned  to  use  dry 
ones. 
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INTERESTING .  NEWS  ARTICLES 


PARTRIDGE  PLAYS  POSSUM. 

Fred  Zavatkay  of  Winsted,  Conn.,  shot  at  a 
partridge,  which  dropped  in  underbrush.  A 
young  dog  he  was  breaking  in  found  the  bird  and 
brought  it  out  into  the  open.  Zavatkay  put  the 
partridge  in  the  large  inside  pocket  of  his  hunt¬ 
ing  coat  and  continued  to  hunt.  He  was  climb¬ 
ing  a  small  ledge  when  he  was  startled  by  the 
supposedly  lifeless  bird  flying  out  of  his  pocket. 
Before  he  had  time  to  shoot  the  partridge  was 
out  of  sight. 

Zavatkay  will  have  flaps  sewed  to  the  mouth 
of  the  pocket  before  starting  on  another  quest  for 
game  birds. 


CARRIED  SICK  WOMAN  MILES. 

Inconvenience  and  oftentimes  suffering  caused 
by  the  lack  of  roads  in  the  northwestern  part  of 
Lane  County,  Oregon,  is  illustrated  in  the  fact 
that  one  day  four  men  were  compelled  to  carry 
Miss  Emily  Stevens,  resident  of  the  Ten  Mile 
section,  many  miles  on  a  stretcher  over  moun¬ 
tain  trails  to  reach  a  train  so  she  could  be  sent 
to  Portland  for  treatment. 

Miss  Stevens  was  taken  ill  and  it  was  believed 
that  immediate  attention  was  necessary.  Men 
of  the  neighborhood  improvised  a  stretcher  and 
four  started  with  her  over  the  mountains  for  In¬ 
dian  Creek.  Rain  fell  all  day  and  the  men, 
soaked  to  the  skin,  were  nearly  exhausted  when 
they  reached  their  destination. 


LOST  TOOLS  RAISED. 

An  incident  never  before  heard  of  in  the  his¬ 
tory  of  oil  well  drilling  in  Wyoming  occurred  at 
the  Harrison  &  Cooper  Well  No.  2  in  the  Rock 
Creek  oil  field. 

The  tools  had  been  lost  in  the  well  and  the  ■ 
Superintendents  and  drillers  had  tried  to  recover 
them  unsuccessfully.  They  had  lodged  against  a 
rubber  swab  in  the  well  so  as  to  become  fixed. 
Another  swab  was  lost  on  top  of  the  tools,  which 
prevented  the  grappling  irons  from  getting  a 
hold,  and  the  owners  of  the  well  had  about  given 
up  hope  of  ever  recovering  them. 

A  few  days  ago  the  tools  and  the  swabs  were 
found  at  the  top  of  the  well,  the  gas  under  the 
rubber  bulbs  having  been  powerful  enough  to 
force  the  tools  to  the  surface,  and  work  has  been 
resumed  on  the  well. 


Pat  teddy  bear  was  full  of  booze. 

Search  for  contraband  liquor  on  the  incoming 
steamships  from  foreign  ports  has  stimulated 
members  of  crews  to  find  new  hiding  places  for 
booze.  When  Inspectors  Jerry  Rothschild,  Chris¬ 
tian  Schmidt,  and  Alfred  O.  Hokensen  brought 
back  their  haul  to  the  United  States  Barge  Office, 
New  York,  they  also  brought  with  them  contain¬ 
ers  out  of  the  ordinary.  One  was  a  big  Teddy 
Bear,  whose  stomach  appeared  abnormal  to 
Rothschild  when  searching  the  Ward  liner  Moro 
Castle  in  from  Havana.  The  sailor  owner  of  the 
Teddy  Bear  said  it  was  for  his  “kid,”  but  when 


Rothschild  had  taken  four  pint  bottles  of  whiskey 
from  its  interior,  the  owner  had  disappeared.  He 
next  found  fourteen  bottles  of  whiskey  beneath 
the  floor  in  the  crew’s  lavatory.  A  swollen  hot 
water  bag  in  the  ship’s  forecastle  gave  up  two 
bottles  of  gin. 

» - 

2,400,000  CHINESE  PIGTAILS  MADE  INTO 
FILTERING  CLOTH. 

Establishment  of  _  a  carload  rate  on  Chinese 
pigtails  pressed  into  cloth  from  Houston,  Texas, 
to  various  parts  of  the  country,  was  asked  of 
the  Interstate  Commerce  Commission  by  the 
Oriental  Manufacturing  Company  of  Houston. 

Clifford  Thorne  of  Chicago,  representing  the 
applicant,  told  the  commission  that  the  pigtails 
pressed  into  cloth  were  used  for  filtration,  strain¬ 
ing  soups  and  similar  purposes.  Prior  to  the  war 
European  supplies  of  goat  and  camel  hair  were 
drawn  on,  he  said,  for  filter  purposes,  but  when 
this  source  was  cut  off  the  industry  he  repre¬ 
sented  turned  to  China,  where  the  fall  of  the 
Manchu  dynasty  was  followed  by  abolishment  of 
the  edict  directing  Chinese  subjects  to  wear 
queues. 

The  Houston  company  has  800,000  pounds  of 
Chinese  hair,  the  equivalent  of  the  former  pig¬ 
tails  of  2,400,000  Chinese.  Nineteen  carloads  al¬ 
ready  have  been  ordered,  and  the  prospects  are 
for  sixty  more  to  move  during  next  year. 


AMAZING  INVENTION  IN  WATCH 
INDUSTRY. 

A  discovery  that  is  reported  by  the  press  as 
being  capable  of  revolutionizing  the  watchmak¬ 
ing  industry  has  just  been  announced  by  C.  E. 
Guillaume,  director  cf  the  International *  Bureau 
of  Weights  and  Measures.  A  successful  method  of 
regulation,  remedying  the  variations  in  time  of 
a  watch  due  to  the  expansion  and  contraction  of 
its  parts  caused  by  variations  of  temperature  is 
the  result  of  Mr.  Guillaume’s  invention.  This  so- 
called  “secondary  error”  has  aways  been  one  of 
the  great  obstacles  in  the  attainment  of  perfec¬ 
tion  and  precision  in  the  watchmaking  industry, 
and  when  this  difficulty  is  overcome  the  watch¬ 
making  industry  should  receive  very  considerable 
impetus,  owing  principally  to  the  simplifying  of 
the  process  of  regulation. 

The  chief  feature  of  Mr.  Guillaume’s  new  proc¬ 
ess  is  a  change  in  the  alloy  used  in  the  com¬ 
pensating  parts.  The  minimum  expansion  of 
nickeled  steel  was  found  to  be  increased  by  the 
addition  of  12  per  cent,  of  chrome  as  well  as  a 
very  small  quantity  of  tungsten,  manganese,  or 
carbon.  By  mounting  a  spiral  of  this  steel-nickel 
chrome  aloy  in  the  watch,  according  to  Mr.  Guil¬ 
laume’s  announcement,  the  problem  of  compen¬ 
sation  has  been  solved  and  the  “secondary  error'' 
removed. 
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WHAT  ARE 

THE  SOUNDS 
WE  HEAR  IN 
SHELL? 


The  sounds  we 
hear  in  the  sea 
shell  are  really 
air  waves  or 
sounds  made  by 
air  waves,  be¬ 
cause  all  sounds 
are  produced  by 
air  waves. 

The  reason  you 
can  hear,  these 
sounds  in  a  sea 
shell  -  is  because 
the  shell  is  so 
constructed  that 
it  forms  a  natu¬ 
ral  sounding  box. 
The  wooden  part 
of  a  guitar,  zith¬ 
er  or  violin  is  a 
sounding  box. 
They  have  the 
faculty  of  pick¬ 
ing  up  the  sounds 
and  making  them 
stronger.  We  call 
them  “resona- 
tors,”  because 
they  make  sounds 
resound.  The 
construction  of  a 
sea  shell  makes 
an  almost  perfect 
resonator.  A  per- 
f  e  c  t  resonator 
will  pick  up 
sounds  which  the 
human  ear  can¬ 
not  hear  at  all 
and  magnify 
them  so  that  if 
you  hold  a  reson¬ 
ator  to  the  ear 
you  can  -hear 
sounds  you  could 
not  otherwise 
hear.  Ear  trum¬ 
pets  are  built  up¬ 
on  this  principle. 

S  ometimes 
when  you,  with 
your  ear  alone, 
think  something 
is  absolutely 
quiet,  you  can 
pick  up  a  sea 
shell  and  hear 
Bounds  in  it.  But 
the  -ea  shell  will 
magnify  any 
•ound  that 
reaches  it. 


TOBACCO 


HABIT 


e**ily  1°  3 
days!  improve  health, 

prolong  jour  life.  Keller* 
Itomieh  or  kidney  trouble,  hoarseuens,  headaohei,  irritability, 
cerrou*  worry,  heart  weakueti.  Avoid  bliudne**  1  p  n  p  p 
4*aln  lasting  vigor,  calm  uerves,  better  mem-  T  1%  k  Ew 
orr.  clear  eyes,  superior  mental  strength.  Banish  spells  of  melancholy; 
avoid  eollapae.  If  you  ehew.  dip  snuff  or  smoke  pipe,  flg*r' 
ett**.  oljrrtr*.  get  my  interesting  fre«  book.  Just  what  you  hav* 
been  looking  for.  Proved  worth  weight  in  gold  to  others;  why  not  youT 
t  vercome  nicotine  habit,  start  anew  and  be  genuinely  happy^ 

-•ailed  free.  Address :  EDWARD  - “ 

TL-103.  Station  F, 


Rook 

D  J.  WOODS, 
New  York.  N.  Y. 


HOYAi 


HOWTO  HAKE  LOVE 

(NEW  BOOK)  Tells  how  to  Get 
Acquainted;  How  to  Begin  Courtship 
How  to  Court  a  Bashful  Girl;  to  Woo  a 
Widow;towlnan  Heiress;  how  to  catch 
a  Rich  Bachelor;  how  to  manage  your 
beau  to  make  him  proposeihow  tomake 
your  fellow  or  girl  love  you;  what  to  do 
before  and  after  the  wedding.*  Tells 
other  things  necessary  for  Lovers  to 
know.  Sample  copy  by  mall  10  Cents. 
ROOK  CO.,  Box  9  So.  Horwalk,  Conn- 


WARNING 

Ilf!  keeping  your  bowels  regular  do  not  ea 

become  addicted  to  weakening  purgatives  fcg 
or  mineral  laxatives;  just  try  KOROLAX;  & 
64fe,  gentle,  wholesome.  Best  and  goes  | 
farthest.  Obtainable  at  busy  druggists,  every-  H 
where.  Koroiax  ia  relief  for  many  ailments,  S 
including  constipation,  headaches,  dizzy  fi 
spells,  belching,  gas,  heartburn,  torpid  liver,  § 
bad  breath,  nervousness,  dyspepsia,  lndiges-  ■ 
tion,  obesity,  mental  and  physical  dullness.  “ 


SORENESS  HEALED 

Sore  or  open  legs,  ulcers,  enlarged  veins, 
eczema  healed  while  you  work.  Write  for 
free  book  and  describe  your  own  case. 

A.  0.  Liepe,  1457  Green  Bay  Av„  Milwaukee,  Wls, 


Hair  Grew  on  Bald  Head 


After  being  almost  totally  bald,  a  New  Yorker  hap¬ 
pily  found  something  which  brought  out  a  new,  luxur¬ 
iant  growth  _  of  hair  of  which  he  is  so  proud  that  h( 
will  send  the  Information  free  to  anyone  who  asks  tot 
It.  Write:  John  H.  Brittain,  BK-103.  Station  F,  New 
York,  N.  Y.  Many  women  and  men,  by  using  this 
Information,  have  grown  hair  after  all  else  failed.  Cut 
!hls  out.  show  others :  this  1«  j.tmln. 

QUIT  TOBACCO- 

Simply  bend  name,  no  money,  no  obliga¬ 
tion,  and  get  Dr.  Elders’  free  sample  of  To¬ 
bacco  Boon.  No  craving  for  tobacco  after 
first  few  doses.  Thousands  report  Wonderful 
results.  Over  300,000  boxes  used  since  1900 
all  over  the  world.  Dr.  H.  Will  Elders, 
Dept.  629,  St.  Joseph,  Mo. 


Song-O-Phones 


Begin  to  get  true  fun  and  real  scout  spirit 
among  your  friends.  Every  boy,  young  and 
old  alike  can  play  Song-O-Fhones  instantly. 

Ag  goon  aa  you  place  the  instrument  to  your 
mouth,  you  play  as  well  as  a  musician  who 
baa  studied  for  years.  Eight  different  kinds 
—like  cornets,  trombones,  saraphonos,  etc. 
Organize  bands  and  be  the  leader  of  them. 
Write  now  for  FREE  illustrated  catalogue. 
All  music  shops  and  toy  departments  carry 
Song-O-Fhones,  or  you  may  obtain  any  of 
t.iC  eight  instruments  direet  from  the 

sonophone  company 

37  So.  Ninth  fit.  11-0  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


If  YonCanTel!  aLaclmtte  from 
a  Diamond -$em£  Bt  Back 

T  ACHNITES  are  the  new  man  maSe  gems  t  hat  rival  the 

■*“'  diatnond’8  radiance— ond  withstand  the  diamond  tests,  illus¬ 
trated  in  our  new  catalog  are  hundreds  of  these  Buperh  gems 
mounted  in  solid  gold  jewelry.  Any  of  them  wili  be  sent  to  you 
for  10  days’ trial.  Wear  it  everywhere  you  tro.  It  you  or  your 
triends  can  distinguish'd  trom  a  diamond  send  it  bach.  But 
if  you  decide  to  buy,  you  may  pay  the  low  price  in  small  monthly 
amounts.  Over  200,000  people  in  America  are  wearing  Lachnites 
today— at  a  mere  fraction  of  the  cost  of  diamonds. 

Write  for  Jewelry  Book  Sr^To^ 

new  jewelry  book.  No  obligations.  Write  today. 

„  „ _ .  i  204  South  Peoria  Street 

Harold  Lachman  Co*  Dept.  2469  Chicago 


Wrist  Watch 


Thi>  fin*  wri«» 
watch  has  white 
dial,  gold  color 
hands, nickelsil- 
ver  case.  Wrist 
band  black  silk 
ribbon  —  with 
adjustable  silver 

Lens  than  WVV  T-V'  JF  cla*P-  Genuine 

hffpLf’nf  Swiss  movement,  good  tune 

i25g  piece  keeper.  Just  the  wrist  watch 

iiljuiw"  you  want  and  you  can  get  it 

tor  nothing.  Just  send  name  and  will  send  you  24  set  of  Art  Pic¬ 
tures  to  distribute  on  special  offer  at  25c  each.  Send  us  the  $6.09 
jrou  collect  and  for  your  trouble  will  send  you  this  genuine  Swiss 
wrist  watch,  less  than  the  size  of  a  25o  piece,  just  as  described, 
E.  D.  LIFE,  337  W.  Madison  St.,  Dopt.  HT46Chleago. 


OLD  COINS  WANTED 


$$2  to  $500  EACH  paid  for  Hundreds  of 
Coins  dated  before  1805.  Keep  ALL  old 
Money.  You  may  have  Coins  v*orth  a 
Large  Premium.  Send  10c.  for  new 
Illustrated  Coin  Value  Book,  size  4x6. 
Get  Posted  at  Once. 

CLARKE  COIN  CO.,  Box  35,  Le  Roy,  N.  Y. 

116  VALUE  for  1 0  Cis. 


6  Songs,  words  and  music ;  25  Pic¬ 
tures  Pretty  Girls  ;40  Ways  to  Make 
Money;  1  Joke  Book;  1  Book  on 
Love;l  Magic  Book;  1  Book  Letter 
Writing;  1  Dream  Book  and  For¬ 
tune  Teller;  1  Cook  Book;  1  Base 
Ball  Book,  gives  rules  for  games;  1 
Toy  Maker  Book;  Language  of 
Flowers;  1  Morse  Telegraph  Alpha¬ 
bet;  12  Chemical  Experiments; 

Age  Table;  Great  North  Pole 
Game;  100  Conundrums;  8  Puzzles; 
12  Games;  30  Verses  for  Autograph  Albums.  -  All 
the  above  by  mail  for  10  ets.  and  3  cts,  postage. 
BOTAL  SALES  CO.,  Box  20 1  South  Norwalk,  Corn. 


VENTRILOQUISM 

Taught  Almost  Anyone  at  Home.  Small  cost. 
Send  to-day  3-cent  stamp  for  particulars  and 
Proof.  G.  AV.  Smith,  Room  R-711,  125  N. 
Jeff  Ave.,  Peoria,  Ill. 


Or  SNUFF  HABIT 

Cured  or  No  PAY 

No  matter  whether  used  In  pipe,  cigarette, 
cigars,  chewed,  or  used  In  the  form  of  snaff. 
Superba  Tobacco  Remedy  contains  nothing 
Injurious,  no  dope,  poisons,  or  habit  form¬ 
ing  drugs.  Guaranteed.  Sent  on  trial.  If 
It  cures  costs  you  one  dollar.  If  It  falls,  or 
If  you  are  not  perfectly  satisfied,  costs  yoa 
nothing.  Write  for  full  remedy  today. 
sUFBBBA  COMPANY.  MSI.  Baltimore.  Md, 


THE  SMALL¬ 
EST  OF 
SCREWS 


The  smallest 
screws  in  the 
world  —  those 
turned  out  in  a 
watch  factory — 
are  cut  from  steel 
wire  by  a  ma¬ 
chine,  but  as  the 
chips  fall  from 
the  knife  it  looks 
as  if  the  operator 
were  simply  cut¬ 
ting  up  the  wire 
to  amuse  himself. 
No  screws  can  be 
seen,  and  yet  a 
screw  is  made 
every  third  oper¬ 
ation. 

These  tiny 
screws  are  four 
one  -  thousandths 
of  an  inch  in 
diameter,  and* the 
heads  are  double 
in  size.  It  is  es¬ 
timated  that  an 
ordinary  thimble 
would  hold  100,- 
000  of  t  h  e  m  < 
About  1,000,000 
are  made  in  a 
month,  bitt  no  at¬ 
tempt  is  ever 
made  to  count 
them. 

In  determining 
the  number  100 
of  them  are 
placed  in  a  very 
delicate  balance, 
and  the  number 
of  the  w  hole 
amount  is  calcu- 
1  a  t  e  d  from  the 
weight  of  this. 
All  the  small 
parts  of  the 
watch  are  count¬ 
ed  in  this  way, 
probably  50  out 
of  the  120. 

The  screws  are 
then  hardened 
a n d  put  in 
frames,  about 
100  to  the  frame, 
heads  up.  This 
m  done  very  rap¬ 
idly,  but  entirely 
by  the  sense  of 
touch  instead  of 
by  sicht,  so  that 
a  blind  man 
could  do  it  as 
well  as  the  owner 
of  the  sharpest 
eye.  Then  thov 
are  polished  by 
another  process. 


Write  to  Riker  &  King,  Advertising  Offices,  118  East  28th  Street,  New  York  City , 
or  8  South  Wabash  Avenue,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  in  this  magazine . 


AIDS  TO  EFFICIENCY 

BECOME  A  LIGHTNING  TRICK  CARTOONIST.  Par¬ 
ticulars  Free,  Ba>  la  Art  Service,  Pept.  4,  Oshkosh 
Wis.  _ _ _ 

W R  ITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  revise  poems, 
write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios,  165C, 
Fitzgerald  Building,  New  York. 


AGENTS 

$13.95  GOODYEAR  RAINCOAT  FREE.  Goodyear 

Manufacturing  Company,  1039  Goodyear  Bldg.,  Kan¬ 
sas  City,  Mo.,  is  making  an  offer  to  send  a  handsome 
raincoat  free  to  one  person  in  each  locality  who  will 
show  and  recommend  it  to  their  friends.  If  you  want 

one,  write  today. — Advertisement. _ _ _ 

$72.00  PROFIT  ~on  each  deal.  No  selling.  Hustlers 
can  place  100  weekly.  Sample,  Silk  Shirt)  Salescard 
$2.00  with  full  particulars.  SUPERIOR  SPECIALTIES 
CO.,  3030c  Gillham,  Ka nsas  City,  Mo. _ 

AGENTS  200%  PROFIT.  Wonderful  little  article. 

Something  new;  sells  like  wildfire.  Carry  Tight  In 
pocket.  Write  at  once  for  free  sample.  Albert  Mills, 
Mgr.,  2370  American  Bldg.,  Cincinnati,  O. 

MAKE  $5.00  HOUR  selling  "COLUMBUS  ivAlN- 
COATS”  to  your  friends.  Miller  made  $30.00  first  day 
spare  time.  BIG  PROFITS.  Sample  Free.  ACT 

QUICK !  COLUMBUS  RAINCOAT  MFG.  CO.,  Dept. 

5*25,  COLUMBUS,  OHIO. _ _ 

$6,000.00  A  YEAR  is  your  profit  from  4  sales  a  day. 

Davidson  sold  96  one  week.  Na  experience  needed. 
The  Aladdin  light  is  a  sensation  wherever  introduced. 
5  times  as  bright  as  electric.  Won  Gold  Medal. 
Farmers  have  the  money;  they  need  this  light  and  9 
out  of  10  will  buy.  Also  big  opportunity  in  small 
towns  and  suburbs.  Excellent  spare  time  and  evening 
seller.  NO  CAPITAL  REQUIRED.'  Sample  on  free 
trial.  Write  for  agency  proposition  while  territory  is 
still  open.  MANTLE  LAMP  COMPANY,  525  Aladdin 
Bldg.,  Chicago. _ 

PHOTO  PILLOW  TOPS.  Portraits,  Frames,  Sheet 
Pictures,  Medallions,  Patriotic  Pictures  and  Portraits, 
War  Books.  Prompt  shipment;  samples  and  cat.  free 
to  agents.  30  days  credit.  Jas.  C.  Bailey  Co.,  Desk 
PI,  Chicago,  Illinois.  


ART  AND  DEN  PICTURES 

REAL  FRENCH  GIRL  Poses  kind  that  pleases.  Sample 
25  ots.,  dozen  $2.50,  two  dozen  J4.0U.  snimmte 
Dancer.  She’s  alive  boys.  S'ample  25  cts.,  dozen  $1.50. 
Oriental  Dancer,  Hula  Hula  Dancer,  Sample  25  cts. 
Dozen  $1.50.  Book  exposing  gambling  25  cts..  Illus¬ 
trated  Club  and  Sporting  Goods  Catalogue,  10  cts.  for 
Mailing,  Printing,  etc.  Hamiltons  Company,  Barnes 
City,  Iowa, _ 

BATHING  GIRLS’  PHOTOS  DE  LUXE,  two,  25  cts.  ; 
dozefi  $1.  Beehive,  4658  Evans,  St.  Louis,  Mo.  _ 

SNAPPY  GIRL  POSTCAR D S ;  Better  than  “Aphrodite” 
or  "September  Morn.”  You  will  like  them  and  want 
more.  2  of  these  and  "Aphrodite”  25’  cts.  Catalogs. 
Smith’s  Art,  6735  Elizabeth  St.,  Chicago. _ 

EXCHANGE 

IF  YOU  WANT  to  sell  or  exchange  your  property  write 
me.  JOHN  J.  BLACK,  173rd  St.,  Chippewa  Falls, 
Wis. 


FOR  SALE 

FARM  LANDS!  Big  money  in  farming,  Michigan's 
best  hardwood  counties.  Good  roads,  markets,  schools, 
churches.  Only  $15  to  $35  per  A.  Small  down  pay¬ 
ment:  bal.  easy  terms.  Write  today  for  free  booklet. 
Swigart  Land  Co.,  M1268  First  Nat'l  Bank  Bldg., 
Chicago,  Ill. _ 

SILK  REMNANTS.  Largest  packages  yet  offered.  Square 
of  stamped-  satin  free  with  every  package.  15  cts. 
Silk  Manufacturers  Agency.  Portland,  Me. 

HELP  WANTED 

DETECTIVES  earn' big  money.  Travel,  be  independent, 
easily  learned.  Write  Johnson’s  Detective  School, 
232  Sheldon  Aye.,  Grand  Rapids.  Mich.  Desk  D. _ 

MEN  WANTED  for  Detective  Work.  Experience  un¬ 
necessary.  Write  J.  Ganor,  Former  U.  S.  Govt.  Do- 
tective,  132.  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

DETECTIVES  EARN  BIG  MONEY.  Great  demand  for 
men  and  women.  Fascinating  work.  Particulars  free. 
Write.  American  Detective  System,  1968  Broadway, 
New  York. _ _ _ 

LADIES  WANTED,  and  MEN,  too,  to  address  envel¬ 
opes  and  mail  advertising  matter  at  home  for  large 
mail  order  firms,  spare  or  whole  time.  Can  make 
$10  to  $35  ivkly.  No  capital  or  experience  required. 
Book  explains  everything;  send  10  cts.  to  cover  postage, 
etc.  Ward  Pub.  Co.,  Tilton.  N,  H, _ 

BE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  secret  investigation  in  your  district.  Write  C.  T. 
Ludwig.  521  Westover  Bldg,,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

DETECTIVES  earn  big  money.  Travel  and  good  op¬ 
portunities.  We  show  you  how.  Write  American 
School  of  Criminology,  Dept.  M,  Detroit,  Mich. 


HELP  WANTED— Continued 

RAILWAY  TBAFFIC  INSPECTORS  earn  from  $110  to 
$200  per  month  and  expenses.  Travel,  if  desired.  Un¬ 
limited  advancement.  No  age  limit.  We  train  you. 
Positions  furnished  under  guarantee.  Write  for  Booklet 
CM  101,  Standard  Business  Training  Institute,  Buffalo, 
N.  Y. 


MISCELLANEOUS 

ENTERTAINERS  REAL  ROUGH  RHYMES,  recitations; 

with  play  of  love  and  revenge ;  pictures  galore ;  one 
dollar,  dazzler.  "Entertainer’s  Ace”  free  with  order. 
For  Christmas  Sake,  get  these  Happy  Howls!  TREND 
PUB.  CO..  (R)  652  Thirty-ninth  Street,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

MANUSCRIPTS  EDITED,  criticized,  marketed.  Write 
_ Fred  Willenbecher,  Literary  Editor,  Allentown.  Pa. 

UNIQUE  1921  Blue  Bird  of  Happiness  calendar  25 
cts.  Durso,  Dept.  39,  25  Mulberry.  N.  Y.  City. 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  revise  poems, 
write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios,  165C, 
Fitzgerald  Building,  New  York. _ 

BOYS,  get  this:  Our  latest  catalog  of  new  novelties 
now  printing.  Send  10  cents  for  your  copy.  Empire 
Supply  Co.,  24  Norris  Ave.,  Pawtucket,  R.  I. _ _ 

ELECTRICAL  Tattooing  Machifte,  $37~$lTand  $7.  Cata- 

logue  for  stamp.  J.  II.  Temke,  1019  Vine,  K,  Cin¬ 
cinnati,  O.  < 


MOTION  PICTURE  PLAYS 

AMBITIOUS  WRITERS  of  Photoplays,  Short  Stories, 
Poems,  Songs,  send  today  for  Free  valuable,  in¬ 
structive  book,  "KEY  TO  SUCCESSFUL  WRITING” 
including  n5  helpful  suggestions  on  writing. and  selling. 
Atlas  Publishing  Co.,  522  Butler  Bldg.,  Cincinnati,  O. 


PERSONAL 

WEAK,  Nervous,  despondent,  run-down  men,  take 
Castleberry’s  pillc.  One  dollar  per  box.  Sample  and 
testimonials  for  two-cent  stamp.  Address  A.  F.  Castle- 
berry,  Columbus,  Georgia, _ 

HOW  TO  BE  HAPPY  t h o ’  married.  Sent  sealed  20 
cts.  C,  Conley.  Rossville,  Ga. _ 

LONESOME?  Make  friends  through  our  Glub!  Hun¬ 
dreds  beautiful  ladies  belong!  Stamped  envelope  or 
no  reply.  Chicago  Friendship  Club,  Box  749,  Chicago, 
Ill. _ 

MARRY — Thousands  people;  all  ages;  worth  $5,000  to 
$400,000:  anxious  for  marriage;  write  for  my  list; 
FREE.  Ralph  Hyde,  B-2,  Minna  St..  San  Francisco, 
Cal, _ _ 

MARRY — Within  sixty  days.  Pay  when  married.  Send 
no  money  for  our  new  Liberty  Guarantee  Marriage  Plan. 
Nothing  ever  like  it  in  America.  Pilot  Pub.  Co., 
Desk  B,  ‘Marshall,  Mich,  _ _ _ _ 

PIMPLES — Acne  eruptions,  face  or  body;  I  know  the 
cause,  my  internal  treatment  removes  it:  my  special 
external  preparation  eradicates  -aJl  blemishes  and  re¬ 
stores  natural  skin.  Booklet  for  stamp.  Dr.  Rodgers, 
135  East  47th  St.,  Chicago. _ 

WRITE  Lillian  Sproul.  Station  H.  Cleveland,  O.,  if 
you  wish  a  pretty  and  wealthy  wife.  Enclose  stamped 
envelope. _ ~ _ _ , 

SINCERE  LADIES  and  GENTLEMEN  who  wish  to 
marry.  Confidential  and  satisfaction.  Box  73,  Arcade 
Station.  Los  Angeles.  Calif. _ _ 

MARRY  1  FREE  DIRECTORY  with  descriptions  and 
photos.  Bonafide  Co.,  Dept.  41,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

LONELY  MAiQFN,  26,  would  marry.  Write  for  pic¬ 
ture,  Box  150K.  Syracuse.  N.  Y.  _ _ 

MARRY.  Successful  "Home  Maker.”  Hundreds  rich. 
Confidential,  reliable,  years’  experience,  descriptions 

free.  The  Successful  Club.  Box  556.  Oakland.  Cal. _ 

MARRY  RICH .  hundreds  anxious,  descriptive  list  free. 

satisfaction  guaranteed.  Select  Club,  Dept.  A.  Rapid 
City,  So.  Dak. _ 

SIXTH  AND  SEVENTH  BOOKS  OF  MOSES.  Egyptian 

secrets.  Black  art.  other  rare  books.  Catalog  free. 
Star  Book  Co.,  K-1220,  Camden,  N.  J.  _ _ 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  YVe  revise  poems, 
write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios.  165C. 
Fitzgerald  Building,  New  York. _ _ _ 

MARRY:  Thousands  congenial  people,  worth  from 

$1,000  to  $50,000  seeking  early  marriage,  description, 
photos,  introductions  free.  Sealed.  Either  sex.  Send 
no  money.  Address  Standard  Cor.  Club,  Orayslake.  Ill. 

GET  MARRIE D— Best  Matrimonial  paper  published. 
Mailed  FREE.  American  Distributor,  Suite  217. 

Blairsville.  Penna. _ _ _ 

MARRY— FREE  PHOTOS  beautiful  ladles:  description* 
and  directory;  pay  when  married.  New  Flan  Co.. 
Dept.  245.  Kansas  City.  Mo. _ _ _ 

MARRY— MARRIAGE  DIRECTORY  with  photos  ami 
descriptions  free.  Pay  when  married.  The  Exchange 
Dept.  545.  Kansas  City,  Mo. 


SCIENTIFIC 

CRYSTAL  GAZING — How  to  develop  efficiency.  Send 
st&mp  for  free  instructions.  .Birthday  readings. 
Strong  and  weak  points.  Health.  Business.  Marriage 
and  other  valuable  hints.  Twenty-five  cents.  “Zaneig." 

Asbury  Park.  N.  J. _ _ _ _ 

YOiTr  LIFE  STORY  in  the  stars.  Send  birth  date  and 
dime  for  trial  reading.  Sherman.  Rapid  City,  S.  Dak. 

ASTROLOGY — STARS  TELL  LIFE'S  STORY.  Send 
birthdate  and  dime  for  trial  reading.  Kddy,  4307 
Jefferson.  Kansas  City,  Mo.  Apartment  73. _ 

r  SONGWRITERS 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG!  We  will  write 
the  music  and  guarantee  publication  on  a  royalty 
basis.  Submit  poems  on  a  royalty  basis.  Seton  Music 
Company.  920  S.  Michigan  Ave.,  Room  122.  Chicago. 

WRITE  A  SONG  POEM— I  compose  music  and  guar¬ 
antee  publication.  Send  poem  today.  E.  Hanson, 
3810  Broadway,  Room  107,  Chicago. _ 

WRITE  A  SONG  POEM— Love.  Mother.  Home.  Comic 
or  any  subject.  I  compose  music  and  guarantee 
publication  Send  words  today.  Edward  Trent,  636 
Reaper  Block.  Chicago. _ 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  revise  poems. 

write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios,  165C, 
Fitzgerald  Building.  New  York. 

STAMMERING 

6T-STU-T-T-TER I N G  and  stammering  cured  at  home. 

Instructive  booklet  free.  Walter  McDonnell.  15 
Potomac  Rank  Bldg..  Washington.  I).  C. 

“  THEATRICAL 

GET  ON  THE  STAGE.  I  tell  you  how!  Send  8  cts. 

postage  for  illustrated  Stage  Book  and  full  par- 
ticulars.  H.  LaPelle,  Bot  557,  Los  Angeles.  Cal. 

TO B AC C O  HABI T 

TOBACCO  or  Snuff  Habit  cured  or  no  pay.  $1  If 
cured.  Remedy  sent  on  trial.*  Superba  Co.,  PC, 
Baltimore.  Md. 


TOBACCO  KILLS  MANLY  VIGOR.  Quit  habit  easily. 

Any  *orm,  chewing,  smoking  or  snuff,  cured  or  no 
charge.  If  cured,  $1.  Stops  craving,  harmless.  Full 
remedy  on  trial.  Perkins  Co..  B-51  Hastings.  Nebr. 


Rheumatism 

A  Remarkable  Home  Treatment 
Given  1»y  One  Who  Had  It 

In  the  Spring  of  1893  I  was  attacked  by  Muscu¬ 
lar  and  Sub-acute  Rheumatism.  I  suffered  as 
only  those  who  have  it  know,  for  over  three  years. 
I  tried  remedy  after  remedy,  and  doctor  after 
doctor,  but  such  relief  as  I  received  was  only  tem-' 
porary.  Finally,  I  found  a  treatment  that  cured  me 
completely,  and  it  has  never  returned.  I  have 
given  it  to  a  number  who  were  terribly  afflicted 
and  even  bedridden  with  rheumatism,  some  of 
them  70  to  80  years  old,  and  results  were  the 
same  as  in  my  own  case. 

I  want  every  sufferer  from  such  forms  of  rheu¬ 
matic  trouble  to  try  this  marvelous  healing  power. 
Don't  send  a  cent;  simply  mail  your  name  and 
address  and  I  will  send  it  free  to  try.  After  you 
have  used  it  and  it  has  proven  itself  to  be  that 
long-looked -for  means  of  getting  rid  of  your  rheu¬ 
matism.  you  may  send  the  price  of  it,  one  dol¬ 
lar.  but  understand,  I  do  not  want  your  money 
unless  you  are  perfectly  satisfied  to  send  it.  Isn’t 
that  fair?  Why  suffer  any  longer  when  relief  is 
thus  offered  you  free.  Don’t  delay.  Write  today. 

Mark  H.  Jackson,  No.  803G,  Durston  Bldg., 
Syracuse,  N.  Y. 


Mr.  Jackson  i3  responsible.  Above  statement  true. 


OHBOYS-CIRLS 


GREAT 


158  ? 


Issues.  Venezuela,  Salvador  and  India 


10c 


approval  sheets,  50  to  60%.  Agents  Wanted.  Big 

72-p.  Lists  Free.  We  Buy  Starnes.  E3tab.  25  yrs. 
man  Stamp  Co.,  Dent  102  St.  Louis,  Mo. 


4ae 


,  with 

.  _  -  CLAXOPHONE 

under  the  table*  book  of  a  door,  into  a  trunk*  desk 
in  School,  nnv  old  place.  Ill*  FUN  fooling  Peddlertt. 
Policeman,  Friends,  anybody  Several  boyswritei  *1 
want  more  Claxophone*.  I  had  no  much  run  1  can’t 
do  without  them.’  Claxophone  lays  on  your  tongue 
unseen,  nlway,  ready  for  use  by  anyone,  lint. Birds, *c. 
Claxophone  with  full  instructions  and  set  of  Secret 
Writing  Tricks,  also  Magic  Dial  Trick,  all  for  «  AC 
3  for  2oc.  (no  stamps).  _  |  ^ J  - 

ICLAX9  TRICK  CO.,  Dept.  S  New  Haven,  Conn. 


1 


NEW  SCIENTIFIC  WONDER 


Yen  patently  sea  thru  Clothes,  Wood, 
Stfme,  any  tiriact,  Bee  Bones  in  Flesh. 
A  tnasic  trick  novelty  Fan  With  *ach  X  Ray. 

MARVEL  MFG.  CO..  Dept.  13.  NEW  HAVEN.  CONN. 


_ .Saves  <15  to  ®25  on  the  model 

you  select  from  44  Styles,  colors 
and  sizes  of  Ranger  bicycles.  Delivered 
free  on  approval  direct  from  the  Makers 
for  30  Days  Free  Trial.  We  par  return 
charges  if  not  satisfactory  In  every  way. 

g%ffeqa»HBWjray  Btonc.on  our  )jb. 

eral  year  to  pay  plan.  Any  boy  or 
girl  can  save  the  small  monthly  payments. 

T.  -  wheels,  chains,  parts  and 

lrSS  equipment  at  half  usual  prices. 

BIG  RANGER  CATALOG  FREE,  with  mar¬ 
velous  aaw  prices,  30  day  trial  offer  and  terms. 

(Special 
ler  Agent  ’ 

plan  to  earn 
money. 


Cycle  Company  gfi 

ntfClU  Dept.G-!S8€hicago£!ot 


GREENBACKS  fQC 

2  Get  a  bunch  of  Stage  Greenbacks  (not 
j*  counterfeits)  wrap  them  around  your  roll 
Z  and  show  your  friends  what  a  wadyoucar- 
— 'ry.Bigbunchof$1570for  10c,  4bunche“‘,."o. 

SHEF  NOVELTY  CO.  60Sl»HonD,  Dent.603  NewYork.N.Y. 

Cured  His  RUPTURE 

I  was  badly  ruptured  while  lifting  a  trunk 
several  years  ago.  Doctors  said  my  only 
hope  of  cure  was  an  operation.  Trusses  did 
me  no  good.  Finally,  I  got  hold  of  some¬ 
thing  that  quickly  and  completely  cured  me. 
Years  have  passed  and  the  rupture  has 
never  returned,  although  I  am  doing  hard 
work  as  a  carpenter.  There  was  no  opera¬ 
tion,  no  lost  time,  no  trouble.  I  have  noth¬ 
ing  to  sell,  but  will  give  full  information 
about  how  you  may  find  a  complete  cure 
without  operation,  if  you  write  to  me,  Eu¬ 
gene  M.  Pullen,  Carpenter,  301G  Marcellus 
Avenue,  Manasquan,  N.  J.  Better  cut  out 
this  notice  and  show  it  to  any  others  who 
are  ruptured — you  may  save  a  life  or  at 
least  stop  the  misery  of  rupture  and  the 
worry  and  danger  of  an  operation. 


THROW  YOUR  VOICE 

Down  cellar,  under  the  Bed,  in  the  Darky's  grip  or  anywhere. 

With  our  VENTWLOPHONE,  (which  fits  into  the  mouth  and  cannot  be 
seen,)  you  can  positively  perform  the  following  tricks  and  many  more 
7/ith  a  few  minutes  practice.  "Dog  at  back  door.”  "Chasing  the 
Chicken.”  "Bird  under  Coat.”  "The  Invisible  Canary.” 

One  boy  writes-  "I  frightened  my  Mother  by  putting  my  cap  unde 
my  coat  and  immitating  an  animal.”  Any  Boy  or  Girl  can  use  it.  With 
a  little  practice  you  can  play  a  tune  without  moving  your  lips. 

THE  VENTRILOPHONE,  10  CTS 

3  for  25  cts.  By  mail  postpaid  with  big  Catalog  of  Novelties  and  Tricks 
Universal  Novelty  Co.  Dept.  406  Stamford  C# 


CAUSE  OF 
EARTHQUAKE 
AND  VOLCANO 


Great  earth¬ 
quakes,  says  the 
Scientific  Ameri¬ 
can,  are  mostly 
from  one  of  two 
causes  —  the 
shrinking  of  the 
earth  due  largely 
to  cooling,  or  the 
effects  of  volcan¬ 
ic  action.  Both 
of  these  effects 
must  persist  so 
long  as  the 
causes  are  active. 

In  the  long  fu¬ 
ture  both  causes 
will  cease  to  be 
active,  and  earth¬ 
quakes  must 
cease.  But  no 
scientist  would 
say  in  years 
when  that  time 
will  come.  Cer¬ 
tainly  not  in  our 
time.  Geology 
reckons  time  in 
thousands  and  in 
millions  of  years, 
and  earthquakes 
now  occur  by  the 
thousand  each 
year.  It  is  esti¬ 
mated  that  there 
are  30,000  earth¬ 
quakes  a  year 
which  are  large 
enough  to  be  per¬ 
ceived  by  the 
senses,  and  an  al¬ 
most  innumerable 
number  of  lesser 
tremors  w  h  i  c  h 
are  too  small  to 
be"  perceived. 

Most  of  our 
earthquakes  are 
due  to  the  cool¬ 
ing  of  the  earth 
and  the  shrink¬ 
age  of  its 
strata  from  cool¬ 
ing.  The  result 
is  the  breaking, 
folding  and  slip- 
p  i  n  g  of  the 
strata  upon  each 
other.  A  slip  of 
but  a  short  dis¬ 
tance  will  pro¬ 
duce  a  large  ef¬ 
fect  upon  build- 
i  n  g  s  and  the 
earth’s  surface. 
A  motion  of  a 
fifth  of  an  inch, 
it  is  said,  will 
throw  chimneys 
1  down. 


OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 

Useful,  Instructive,  and  Amusing.  They  Contain 
Valuable  Information  on  Almost  Every  Subject 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  OKACL'LDM  AND  DUE  AM  I 

BOOK. — Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  des-J 
tiny ;  also  the  true  meaning  of  almost  any  hind  of 
dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies,  and  curious 
games  of  cards. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  THICKS. — The  great  book  of 
ma»i"c  and  card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all 
the  leading  card  tricks  of  the  day,  aiso  the  most  popular 
mngieal  illusions  as  performed  hv  oui  leading  magi* 
cians-  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.’  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of 
flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Be¬ 
sides  the  various  methods  of  handkerchief,  fan.  glove, 
parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  contains  a  full  list 
of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  this  little 
book"  It  contains  full  instructions  in  the  art  of  dancing, 
etiquette  in  tlie  ballroom  and  at  parties,  how  to  dress, 
and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 

danct^  HOW  TO  Make  LOVE.— A  complete  guide 
to  love  courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice, 
rules  and  etiquette  to  be  observed,  with  many  curious 
and  interesting  things  not  generally  known. 

No  6  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE. — Giving 
full  instructions  for  the  use  of  dumbbells,  Indian  clubs, 
Darallel  bars,  horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods 
of  developing  a  good,  healthy  muscle ;  .containing  over 
sixty  illustrations. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated  and  containing  full  instructions  for  the  manage¬ 
ment  and  training  of  the  canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink, 
blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— 
By  Harry  Kennedy.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading  this 
book  of  instructions  can  master  (he  art,  and  create  any 
amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the  great¬ 
est  book  ever  published. 

No  10  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self-defense 
made  ea'sV.  Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of 
guards,  blows,  and  the  different  positions  of  a  good 
boxer  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and 
instructive  books,  as^t  will  teach  you  how  to  box  with¬ 
out  an  instructor. 

No  H.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS —A 
most  complete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for 
writing  love-letters,  and  when  to  use  them,  giving  speci¬ 
men  letters  for  young  and  old. 

No  1“  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— 
Giving  complete  instruction  for  writing  letters  to 
ladies  on  all  subjects;  also  letters  of  introduction,  notes 
and  requests. 

No.  13.  now  TO  DO  IT;  OR.  BOOK  OF  ETI¬ 
QUETTE. — it  is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every 
young  man  uesircs  to  know  all  about.  There’s  buppi-, 
ness  in  it. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO.  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  hand¬ 
book' for  making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-cream,  syrups, 
essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL— One  of 
the  Imghtest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given 
to  the  world.  Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  be¬ 
come  beautiful,  both  male  and  female.  The  secret  is 
simple,  and  almost  costless. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING 
PARTY. — A  complete  compendium  of  games,  sports, 
card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable  for  par¬ 
lor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more 
for  the  money  than  any  book  published. 

No.  21.  1IOW  TO  fll'NT  AND  FISH. — The  most  com¬ 
plete  hunting  and  Ashing  guide  ever  published.  It  con¬ 
tains  full  instructions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps, 
trapping  and  fishing,  together  with  description  of  game 
and  flsli. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SfGHT.— Heller’s  sec¬ 
ond  sight  explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt, 
.!r.  Explaining  bow  the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on 
between  the  magician  and  the  boy  on  the  stage;  also 
giving  all  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23.  1IOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— This  little 
hook  gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  to¬ 
gether  with  lucky  and  unlucky  days. 

r or  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any 
address  on  receipt  of  price,  10c.  per  copy,  in 
money  or  stamps,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 

i (id  Vest  23d  Street,  New  York. 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK 


- LATEST  ISSUES - 

1132  Yellowstone  Kelly.  A  Story  pf  Adventure  in  th$ 

Great  West.  - 

1133  The  Poisoned  Wine;  or,  Foiling  a  Desperate  Game. 
1131  Shiloh  Sam;  or.  General  Grant’s  Best  Boy  Scout. 
1135  Alone  in  New  York;  or,  Ragged  Bob,  the  Newsboy. 
113G  The  Floating  Treasure;  or.  The  Secret  of  the  Pi¬ 
rates’  Hock. 

1137  Tom  Throttle,  the  Boy  Engineer  of  the  Midnight 

Express;  or,  Railroading  in  Central  America. 

1138  The  Diamond  Eye;  or,  The  Secret  of  the  Idol. 

1139  Ned  North,  the  Young  Arctic  Explorer;  or.  The 

Phantom  Valley  of  the  North  Pole. 

1140  From  Cabin  to  Cabinet;  or,  The.Pluck  of  a  Plowboy. 

1141  Kit  Carson’s  Boys;  or,  With  the  Great  Scout  on 

the  last  Trail. 

1142  Driven  to  Sea;  or,  The  Sailor’s  Secret. 

1143  Twenty  Boy  Spies;  or,  The  Secret  Band  of  Dismal 

Hollow. 


1144  Dashing  Hal,  the  Hero  of  the  Ring. 

1145  The  Haunted  Hut ;  or,  The  Ghosts  of  Rocky  Gulch. 

1146  Dick  Dashaway’s  School  Days ;  or,  The  Boy  Rebels 

of  Kingan  College. 

1147  Jack  Lever,  the  Young  Engineer  of  “Old  Forty”; 

or,  On  Time  With  the  Night  Express. 

1148  Out  With  Peary;  or,  In  Search  of  the  North  Pole. 

1149  The  Boy  Prairie  Courier;  or,  General  Custer’s 

Youngest  Aide. 

1150  Led  Astray  in  New  York;  or,  A  County  Boy’s  Ca¬ 

reer  in  a  Great  City.* 


1151  Sharpshooter  Sam,  the  Y'ankee  Boy  Spy;  or.  Win¬ 

ning  His  Shotilder  Straps. 

1152  Tom  Train,  the  Boy  Fireman  of  the  Fast  Express; 

or,  Always  at  His  Post.* 

1153  We  Three;  or.  The  White  Boy  Slaves  of  the  Soudan. 

1154  Jack  Izzard,  the  Yankee  Middy.  (A  Story  of  the 

War  With  Tripoli.)  — ^ 

1155  The  Senator’s  Boy;  or,  The  Early  Struggles  of  a 
x  Great  Statesman. 

1150  Kit  Carson  on  a  Mysterious  Trail;  or,  Branded  a 
Renegade. 

1157  The  Lively  Eight  Sofcial  Club;  or.  From'  Cider  to 

Rum. 

1158  The  Dandy  of  the  School;  or.  The  Boys  of  Bay  Cliff. 

1159  Out  in  the  Streets.  A  Story  of  High  and  Low  Life 

in  N>n  York. 

1160  Captain  Ray,  the  I'oung  Leader  of  the  Forlorn 
,  Hope. 

1161  “3”;  or,  The  Ten  Treasure  Houses  of  the  Tartar 

King. 

1102  Railroad  Rob;  or,  Tlie  Train  Wreckers  of  the  West 

1163  A  Millionaire  at  18;  or,  The  American  Boy  Croesus. 

1164  The  Seven  White  Bears;  or.  The  Band  of  Fate. 

1165  Shamus  O'Brien;  or,  The  Bold  Boy  of  Glingall. 

1106  The  Skeleton  Scout;  or,  The  Dread  Rider  of  the 

Plains. 

1107  “Merry  Matt”;  or.  The  Will  o’  the  Wisp  of  Wine.” 

1108  The  Boy  With  the  Steel  Mask ;  or,  A  Face  Thfit 

Was  Never  Seen. 

1109  Clear  the  Track  Tom;  or,  The  Youngest  Engineer 

on  the  Road. 

1170  Gallant  Jack  Barry;  or,  The  Y’oung  Fafli*;-  of  the 

American  Navy. 

1171  Laughing  Luke,  the  Yankee  Spy  of  the  Revolution. 

1172  From  Gutter  to  President;  or,  The  Luck  of  a  Waif. 

1173  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.;  or,  “Be  Sure  You’re  Rigid,  : 

Then  Go  Ahead.” 

.1174  The  Young  Diamond  Hunters;  or,  Two  Runaway 
Boys  in  Treasure  Land. 

1175  The  Phantom  Brig;or,  yhe  Chase  of  the  Flying 
Clipper. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  ad¬ 
dress  on  receipt  of  price,  7c.  per  copy,  in  money  or  pos¬ 
tage  stamps,  by 


.HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Pub.,  10G  W.  23d  St.,  N.  Y... 


SCENARIOS 


HOW  TO 
WRITE  THEM 


By  JAMES  P.  COGAN  Price  35  Cents  Fer  Copy 

This  book  contains  all  the  most  recent  changes  in  the 
method  of  construction  and  submission  of  scenarios. 
Sixty  Lessons,  covering  every  phase  of  scenario  writ¬ 
ing,  from  the  most  elemental  to  the  most  advanced 
principles.  This  treatise  covers  everything  a  person 
must  know  in  order  to  make  money  as  a  successful 
scenario  writer.  For  sale  by  all  News-dealers  and 
Book-Stores  If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  us 
the  price,  35  cents,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and 
we  will  mail  yon  one.  postage  free.  Address 
L.  SENARENS,  219  Seventh  Ave,,  New  York,  N.  4, 


. 


>1 


